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CHAPTER I. 

We must not imitate the GuIIibulls aIto« 
gether in the profound neglect with which 
they unanimously agreed to treat Charity 
Green, as a punishment for her unwarrant- 
able desertion. 

A few weeks saw her very quietly esta- 
blished in her new position: and we own 
that for a month or two we should find it 
rather difficult to discern anything in her 
progress which it would amuse an indif- 
ferent reader to recount. Her manner of life 
was very slightly diversified — and this was 
its usual tenor. She arose very early in the 
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morning from a couch shared with Miss 
Dishnap. They breakfasted together, with 
the invariable adjunct of a third party, in 
the shape of a small but very handsome 
jet black cat, with a red collar, called 
"Cookey." This was the sole inhabitant 
of the house during the day ; which after 
breakfast they set in excellent order. It 
was, indeed, a little miracle of neatness. 
Miss Dishnap belonged to a cleanly genus ; 
but she was remarkably so. For that 
reason die could not bear to live in lodg- 
ings, or to receive lodgers into her house^ 
and kept a little cottage entirely for her 
own use. The rent indeed came exces- 
sively heavy on that account, (it was 
eighteen pounds a year) and the place was 
lonely. But Miss Dishnap had no move- 
able property of any value, so feared no 
robbers ; and she said that the difierence of 
a few ponnds per annum was amply made 
up by " having one^s own house to one's self." 
She could indulge her passion for cleanliness 
without disturbance; and accordingly she 
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truly boasted that you coidd eat your dhmer 
without disgust from her floors* 

After breakfietst and A forbii^ng of every- 
thing which, howover sdigbtly, needed it,. 
Miss Dishnap careftdly locked^her house 
up, and off the two trudged^ wet or dry, to 
tho bazaar. There they spent the remainder 
of the day, eaoh engaged in her ocoupation, 
often silent, but always in a good: hum0ur 
with one another, and apparency with the 
world in general. In fact^ they knew but 
little of its concemSk Neither of them erer 
read a newspaper, and had searcely an 
acquaintance between them. 

Miss Dishnap's idea of life, indeed, pre- 
vented her from taking any very lively 
interest in its transactions. She liyed be- 
cause she did not die-i— not that, she wished: 
the prolongation of her existence. The mis- 
fortunes of her youth had acted on; her whole 
career as certain acids act on substances, 
depriving them of colour^ and rendering 
ihem imsapable of eveorreoeiving any. Thr 
only subject which seemeduowtoiiave muck 
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interest for her, was religion. Like most 
persons of strong feeling assailed by misfor- 
tune, Miss Dishhap felt the need of consola- 
tion and assurance. She had become a 
Puseyite, not finding those qualities in the 
routine and formal observances of the An- 
glican church, or in its dubious and specu- 
lative teaching. Thence she passed without 
much difficulty with a favourite teacher over 
to the £oman-catholic ceremonial, and fre- 
quented the chapel of the Oratory, largely 
imbibed the doctrines therein promulgated 
with so much warmth and eloquence, and 
exerted all the zeal of a proselyte to bring 
Charity into the same opinions. 

And what was Charity's religion? She 
would have been puzzled to describe it in 
the formula of any catechism. She was a 
christian in heart and soul, and it is there- 
fore probable that she was unfitted to be of 
any sect in particular. Her father was by 
education a protestant, but in practice a 
freethinker, of so extensive a liberality, 
that he never attempted to bias his child's 
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mind even to his own latitudinarian princi- 
ples. Her mother went very rarely to 
church; she was in general very badly 
dressed, so that the beadle always placed 
her wift th, f„ paupers who ight it 
worth their while to enter a building ob- 
viously intended only for smart people, who 
could afford to keep pews, Mrs. Green 
could not digest such treatment, and she 
left off attending church almost entirely. 
Mrs. GuUibuU went to church whenever she 
had a grand new gown, or gorgeous para- 
sol, to display. But she was often ill on 
a Sunday. We cannot therefore say that 
Charity was very deep in controversial 
divinity of any sort. But she was gentle, 
obliging, and tractable, and willingly accom- 
panied Miss Dishnap on her devotional ex- 
cursions. 

She was not, indeed, like her companion, 
rewarded with a full meed of consolation 
and hope. Miss Dishnap derived a perpetual 
comfort from the authoritative teaching of 
her pastors, which informed her that she 
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diould eerteiiily rejoin her departed loyer 
in a place of eternal bliss. For with her 
oonyiction of his afanost saperhnman excel- 
l^icies, she could not doubt he was in 
heaven, if any heaTen listed ! She loved 
to subject her mind to the influences of 
ceremonial obtenrance and solemnities, that 
she might more undoubtingly credit this 
beautiful vision of a futurity which was so 
amply to repay her sufierings in the dark 
isle of time. There was no asperity in 
Miss Dishnap's grief; she had no cause 
for any; she was not deserted, not mal- 
treated by her lover; his dying thoughts 
and dying prayers were hers. She did 
not then well understand why Charity's 
sorrows were less curable than her own,;but 
prescribed the same remedies as if to the 
same disease. 

Wliereas it was thus with Ghavity, that 
every word of dc»ctrine which denouneed liee 
ponisfaments ofithe wicked and the rewards 
ef tbe good, deepened the isolation t^iher 
heart ^W^oitt tiie sli^test tinge of ma- 
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li^nant feeling in all her nature, ^still she 
felt that she was WFoi^ed, and that if esm: 
she herself achieved the way to ^hea^en, she 
-mxM scarcely hope that the worldly, 
scheming, and hearties man she had loved, 
would be permitted to enter it too. This 
troubled her — -she knew not well why, hot 
why she should still eontinae to grieve o^ver 
his infidelity, ^and expect tibe news of his 
iKUirriage as a calamity. Nev^ moiwi, 
indeed, could she be anything to him*— bait 
it troubled her. 

However^ she continued to accempfmy 
Miss Bishnap to her churxsh with the salme 
patient resignation with which she Isbrtened 
to the offe-repearted stoiy of her youtbM 
icrve, and heard the young surgeon's nmsical 
hc^ (wfaich he had left as a l^acy 4o his 
betrothed) play through its strii^ ef Mdi 
tofilfidies a huod^ed tknes &day« TheiieivBB 
one in especial of which he had been iviory 
fi>Bd, and Miss Diahnlip set it bo frequaitly 
"to work, iiihat Charity, with alliier patiezioe 
«id sympathy, nras ifi&j w»ary ^f it. 
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The industry by which she had calculated 
to earn her bread, meanwhile, yielded not 
very promising results. Without flattery, 
though we are a little partial to her, 
Charity's lace was wrought as finely as the 
finest of foreign fabric. She had a natural 
taste and elegance in it. But she was too 
conscientious to assure purchasers that it 
was made abroad, and consequently either 
it did not sell, or sold at inferior prices. 
Still, by living very moderately indeed (for 
she had scarcely enough to eat), she 
managed to fulfil her part of the contract. 
At least, she only fell into arrears twice in 
the first seven weeks— once to the extent of 
two shillings and threepence, and again, 
about sixpence halfpenny. These calcula- 
tions may seem very trivial and unworthy of 
consideration to the reader, but they were 
matters of the deepest anxiety to Charity 
Green. 

The benevolent old maid with whom she 
lived was very far from proving an exacting 
creditor; but she had too much delicacy 
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to wish to force an aid upon her young 
friend which she saw she was disinclined to 
accept ; and a very narrow margin indeed 
remained to herself to be charitable upon, 
above her own necessities. It is no wonder, 
therefore, that the young lace- woman, half- 
starved and worked to death, and shut up 
in the close atmosphere of a bazaar, was 
looking anything but her best, when a 
visitor one day surprised her with his pre- 
sence. 

It was no less a personage than Mr. Bag- 
shawe, the retired attorney. Charity beheld 
him long before he saw her, ferreting among 
the stalls, as if in search of something. 
She had not the vanity to think it could 
possibly be herself. She had scarcely ever 
thought of him, except to conclude that he 
had forgotten her, like the rest of her rich 
former friends. On the contrary, his sal- 
low countenance really lighted up with 
pleasure when he recognised her; he even 
seemed affected. She looked much paler 
and thinner certainly, since his first obser- 
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Tations were to that effeet. He shook her 
hand with a kind of fenrouri and with some 
a^tation, explained that he had not been 
able to find out where she was, or she would 
have seen him much sooner. Her aunt and 
ifriends seemed ignorant of her place of re* 
tirement. Midas said she had gone inta 
the country for the benefit of her health. He 
even expressed an opinion that she had a 
sweetheart where she was gone, whom she 
intended to marry ! Mr. Bagshawe had only,, 
accidentally, learned that morning from Al- 
derman GuUibuU where she was, and had 
hastened to pay hk respects, and inquire if 
he could be of any service to her ? 

There was so much interest and kindness 
in the manner of this usually peevish and 
mappish valetudinary, that Charity was.af- 
fected — ^affected even to tears. To hide 
these, she introduced Mr. Bi^shawe to Miss 
Dishni^p, with whom he speedily enterod 
into conversation. Charily was rather sar- 
porssed to crt>serve how chatty and agreeaUe 
lie could make himsdf when he chose; and 
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he so i^IfuUy extracted information about 
how and where they lived, wil^out showing 
any indiscreet cariosity, that the soothing 
thought occurred to her that Mrs. Gullibull 
still took sufficient interest in her to send 
hhn for the purpose. 

When Bagshawe had apparently ascer- 
tiuned as much as he deemed necessary on 
these points, he very politely asked if the 
ladies had dined? Now, Miss Dishnap had 
dined — that is to. say, she had eaten half a 
cold mutton chop and some bread at one 
o'clo(dL And so had Charity dined, osten- 
sibly — that is to say, she^had gone out of tlie 
bazaar, eaten a penny roll, and came back 
trying to look as much as possible like a 
person that has dined. But Miss Dishnap's 
penetration was not so easily deceived, hav- 
ing had many a banyan day of her own in 
her time. She therefore took upon her, at 
a rerj alight stretoh of conscience, to repfy 
Hmt Miss Green had not yet dined, but 
&at there w^ a capital ordinary at one 
o'clDci:,^kBpt:at flie very top df the building 
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for the use of the inhabitants, where, she 
supposed, she meant to dine. 

" Then I'll go with her. You'll treat an 
old friend to a feed, won't you ?" said Mr. 
Bagshawe. ** And I suppose we have no 
time to lose, for it is half-past two now* 
The truth is, I don't know of a good eating- 
house in the neighbourhood, unless one 
went to the expense of an hotel — and that 
won't do these hard timies." 

The question being put in this manner, 
Charity felt she could not refuse, without 
much incivility, to give Mr. Bagshawe " a 
feed." She concluded, of course, that it 
was only a form for an invitation, and — 
and — if we must own the truth — she was 
hungry, and the prospect of a good dinner 
was not without its charms. The days of 
romance are indeed completely over in all 
matters relating to the stomach, but we 
hope we rather enhance than diminish 
Charity's claim on the respect of the reader 
when we acknowledge she was subject to, 
every human infirmity, and among the rest 



OR, THE DAY3 WE LIVE IN. 1^ 

to a good appetite. The more honour, 
therefore, to her that she preferred to starve 
independently and with spirit, than to flou- 
rish in plenty at the price of degradation 
in feeling and loss of self-respect ! 

Miss Dishnap engaged to take care of 
her friend's part of the stall till she re- 
turned, which was a reciprocal custom of 
great mutual convenience, established ever 
since they had fraternised, or sororisedy 
to coin a proper feminine word for the 
occasion. Accordingly, Charity and Mr. 
Bagshawe ascended to the spacious loft 
which served the bazaar for an eating 
house, the latter very kindly tendering his 
arm to escort her. Charity, with her 
usual simplicity of kindness, pointed out 
whatever she thought might interest him. 
She showed him a wonderful exhibition 
through magnifying glasses, belonging to 
an ingenious Frenchman Who had obtained 
Idle sobriquet in the bazaar of ^^ Don 
Felix," from his gay mercurial brightness 
of character. Charity was greatly pleased 
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to be able to astonish Mr. Bagshawe with 
intelligence, that what he took to be some 
Yast unknown apeeies of lobster, was in 
reality merely a magnified flea ! ^^ The 
whole world looks through, glasses like 
these^ sometimes," said Mr. i&tgshawe, with 
a smile that had in it but little of its 
accustomed cynical bitterness of expres- 
sion. 

The eating-room of tiie bazaar was a 
most extensiye apartment, almost as large 
as the entire roof of the building, for it was 
not divided by partitions. The walls were 
i^ply bare bricks whitewashed ; and nume* 
rous wooden tables, with benches, accom- 
modated the gimsts. The principal dinner^ . 
hour was now passed, and there were but 
very few guests in the apartment. But Mr. 
Bagshawe seemed not desirous of cultiya- 
ting any intimacy with this scattered rem- 
nant* Under pretence that the smell of 
the hot meats made him faint, he drew 
a table and bench to a remote window in 
the chamber,, aud. thence issued his orders 
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ta tiie waiter. He desired him to fondJE^ 
the best yiands in readiness, and eiren; 
startled the official by inquiring if be had 
anjr champagne I Bottled ale was, howenrer,. 
the utmost the cellars of that vast garret 
afforded. But Mr. Bagshawe declared he 
should be sure to be ill, if he had not at 
least one glass of sherry to his meal,, and 
bribed the waiter to go for a bottle of the^ 
test to some neighbouring tavern. 

Charity was somewhat surprised at all 
this. She had a dim idea, it is true, that 
she was rather a fayourite with the old g^«- 
tleman, but thought she was so cm accooM 
of her connexion with the GullibuUs. And 
now that she was turned out, and repu- 
diated by the entire family ! it puzzled her. 
Meanwhile the roast beef, though stewed as 
well as roasted on the stoves, and the York- 
shire pudding, were very appetizing. The 
.me^ Ldn« Zi .odee ^ of 
her elevated her spirits. She had not 
tasted wine for a long time, and the glass. 
of sherry which Bagshawe insisted on her 
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driiiking at once warmed her heart, and 
kindled a very fanciful idea in her head. 
Had Midas repented of his unjustifiable 
desertion, and sent his godfather to mediate 
a reconciliation? 

Mr. Bagshawe seemed at least to enjoy 
his companion's appetite, though he himself 
ate more than he usually considered good, 
in his weak state of health, unless of the 
most inviting viands. But Charity's hopes 
were destined to be speedily dispelled. 

"Well, Chary," he said, with a smile, 
" I am glad to see you are in good health, 
and that you enjoy your independent life 
so much! I am pleased with myself for 
having had something to do in it. Tou 
remember it was I told you about that 
letter which my godson squeezed into Mrs. 
Sparkleton's hand ? I knew you would not 
like that; so I told it you on purpose." 

Charity was much more, surprised than 
delighted with this abrupt intimation ; she 
had no idea that Mr. Bagshawe suspected 
there was more than the ordinary con- 
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nexion of their relationship between herself 
and Midas. 

" I don't know what you should think I 
had to do with that, sir ?" she said, with a 
strange quivering pf hope and fear which 
scarcely pleased Mr. Bagshawe. 

** Nonsense!" he replied, with his cus- 
tomary snappishness. " Don't try that 
dodge on me! I am too old a stager. I 
used to see him courting you, in his way, 
on the sly — and so much on the sly, that I 
saw he was a humbug. I have watched 
him from his childhood : I am not to be 
deceived : Beside, I am a bilious old wretch, 
and slispect everybody. I made him write 
you that promise, by telling him I had dis- 
covered his secret, and that I should be 
seriously offendfed if he did not at once show 
that his views were honourable. I don't 
like flirtations between people that live in 
the same house. I promised to break the 
matter to his father, too — and I can't but 
think, now, — against your kind lover's will, 
for he never claimed my promise — just the 

VOL. HI. c 
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oontrarj. He was always giviog me rea- 
sons for delay. I don't like long engage- 
ments — ^they always end in nothing, or 
worse. But, to tell you the truth, I was 
in no hurry to push the matter on myself. 
I did not think a girl of your kindness and 
generosity of disposition could have been 
happy with such a fellow. Still you were 
the best judge, I thought. However, at 
last it exceeded my patience, especially 
when I saw that he was courting another 
woman — ^that shining piece of gossamer, 
Mrs. Sparkleton! And now he tells me, 
you never had any sincere affection for 
him ; that it was only for his money — that 
your temper is intolerably bad — that you 
are consumptive, and I don't know what 
all! — This beats me; I didn't think you 
were so much after money! But now, if 
you do .want his money, and not himself, 
I can put you in a way to get it, and will. 
That's what I came to say !" 

And Mr. Bagshawe swallowed a second 
glass of sherry with violence. 
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^' I do not want his money, sir," said 
Charily, quite aghast, and resigning the 
momentary complexion lent her by excite- 
ment. " I do not want his money — ^nor 
himself. I have told him so." 

" Don't keep secrets with me, Chary I I 
appoint myself your legal adviser-your 
attorney — and I care a great deal more for 
you than for my godson," said Mr. Bag* 
shawe, with warmth. ^^ In fact, I have 
despised him from his cradle; he was a 
curmudgeon when a baby. I shall honour 
you if you have the spirit to take 
your revenge! — and if you'll bring your 
action against him, I'll be at all the ex- 
pense of the prosecution, and will wager 
all I possess you recover seven or eight 
hundred pounds ! — ^Don't answer in a hurry. 
We'll have some strawberries with our 
wine. It's a nice, cooling fruit." 

Charity's distress of mind at this unex- 
pected proposal was very evident; but 
she tried to answer calmly. ^^ I do not 
know, sir, why you should come to nue with 

02 
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wich an offer. I refused three hundred 
pounds, which he offered me himself. I am 
not in want of money — and if I were 
starving, I would not take his." 

" I hope you are not in want of money 
indeed, or who is to pay for our dinner 
and sherry?" said Mr. Bagshawe, with a 
grim smile. *' But I didn't know you 
were in a condition to refuse eight hundred 
pounds? Do you really do such a flourish- 
ing business down below? — I'll bet any 
money now you don't have a dinner every 
day? — I don't say a good one, for that is 
impossible in this place — ^but any dinner 
at all?" 

- " Mr. Bagshawe! — I thought you came 
as a friend, and not to insult my poverty I" 
said Charity, with thick-gushing tears. 

*^ And so I do, my dear girl! But it is 
fit you should take some revenge on the 
fellow. Gome, you are not altogether made 
of milk. You can only reach him through 
his money - — he cares for nothing else in 
Ideality. He means to marry Mrs. Sparkle- 
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ton, if he can get her^ Perhaps he c^n'fc, 
but that's no merit of his ; so you owe him 
no forbearance. You can't lose anything^ 
because, as I said, I will be at all the ex- 
pense. I'll find you lawyers, money, and 
everything! or rather money will find you 
everything. It will buy everything that is 
worth having in this world!" 

"Why, sir," said Charity, with great 
earnestness, entirely neglecting the main 
point, so far as regarded herself in this dis- 
sertation, " I thought y^u were very fond 
of him?" 

'' I fond of him ! — Pho, how could I be 
fond of him ? I'll defy his own mother to 
be so ! — Chary," continued Mr. Bagshawe^ 
with special vehemence, " I don't believe 
you were ever fond of him yourself. I know 
women always fancy they are in love, if a maa 
pays them any little attention — especially 
if he's the first. But I don't believe you 
ever cared much for him ! Now did you ?" 

" I — I don't care so much for him as I 
did !" said Charity,^ with hesitation. ^* I 
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don't desire or intend ever to see him 
again. But that is of no consequence to 
any one but myself." 

" There you are mistaken ! Tou really 
are !" said Mr. Bagshawe, eagerly. " I 
don't mind if I mention, that if ever I cared 
for Midas at all, it was on your account. 
I care for you a very great deal ! I did not 
know how much, until I lost sight of you 
the other day, and thought it might be for 
ever ! I should not even like to die unless 
you were somewhere near me ! You have 
such a soft hand and a gentle voice ! I 
want some one to close my eyes gently, and 
to be sorry when I am gone — and not to let 
them break my knees to make me a shapely 
corpse 1" 

"Oh," said Charity, surprised at the 
vehemence with which he spoke, and the 
colour which flushed his pale complexion, 
" Oh, why should you talk so ! Tou look 
less like dying than ever, sir !" 

" Well, Chary, I do believe — I begin 
to * believe, that is, — after all, my dis- 
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ease of the heart may be only what they 
tell me it is, a disordered digestion !" he 
replied, with increasing energy. " Above 
all things they recommend me cheerful 
society — ^but I can't find any. Those that, 
pretend to be so are only drunk, or .foolish, 
or laughing at something that don't seem 
at all funny to me. I want some one to 
make me a cheerful home. I've tried house- 
keepers. They don't do. They never 
understand what one wants. I want a wife, 
I think ! Midas has behaved to you shame- 
fully — but you won't bring your action. 
Tou can't live on air! And — if you'll 
marry me — you will have no occasion ! I 
have 17,0O0Z. in the funds — and I'll marry 
you, if you'll marry me!" 

Mr. Bagshawe was silent, and as confused 
ttod agitated as if he had asked leave to eat 
the young girl instead of to marry her. 
And Charity was sa utterly amazed that 
she could not believe in the information of 
her senses, and stored with incredulous 
astonishment at the retired attorney* 
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*' I don't see, sir," she faltered out at last, 
" I don't see why you should make such a 
joke of me ! 1 don't deserve it !" 

" Upon my life and honour, there is no 
joke at all in the matter !" replied Mr. Bag- 
shawe, resuming energy* " I really am not 
such a hard old stick as people suppose. I 
marked you all along. Chary ; and though 

« 

you were such a quiet, submissive victim, I 
always saw that you had mind and heart 
far superior to your tormentors. But I 
knew I was an old fellow, and I thought you 
would be happier perhaps with a young one. 
But which is truepins after all? Yes, I 
would have left you my property, if you 
had married Midas: I won't leave him a. 
single shilling as it is !" 

" Oh, Mr. Bagshawe, I hope you are not in 
earnest! — after feeding him so long with 
expectations !" remonstrated Charity. 

" Pray, how long did he feed you? And 
it was on your account I fed him," replied 
Mr. Bagshawe. ''I'm quite in earnest, I 
assure you I He came to me this morning 
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and wanted me to lend bis father four thou* 
sand pounds — to pay up some railway calls, 
I suppose. But I know better ! I told bira 
to lend them to bis father himself, for be 
has seven thousand pounds of his own. I 
know that, for I examined the titles of a 
mortgage he lent it on, I did it gratis. 
That's why be employed me. And then he 
had the impudence to tell me he could not, 
as he should be at such an expense in bis 
marriage with this Mrs, Sparkleton — which 
is to come off directly. But I set up my 
back firmly, for I have already lent the 
alderman 2,300/. merely on an- I.O.U. 
(that bears no interest, you know.) The 
son don't know of that — but I know that if 
his father has confessed to any degree of 
embarrassment to him, there is a great deal 
more under the rose. Then as to his use 
for his own money, I told him be should 
marry a cheaper wife — that he should have 
kept his word with your And then he abused 
you so that I got out of all patience, and 
told him plainly he was a scamp, and that 
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I would not lend his father a farthing while 
he himself had anything to lend !" 

" Abused me ?" said Charity, with quick- 
falling tears. *^ What could he say against 
me? The worst he knows of me is, tJiat I 
had once the folly to love him." 

" Pooh ! you never loved him ; you only 
fancied you did ; and the best revenge you 
can take is to take me !" said Mr. Bag* 
shawe, with an earnestness which did not 
allow Charity any longer to imagine him in 
jest. '* I have seventeen thousand pounds 
in the funds, besides other little things— 
and if you will marry me, it shall be all 
yours. I'll settle it all upon you when I 
die ; for there is no one in the whole world, 
friends and relations all of a lump, I love 
or like but you! Come — say the word! 
I'll get a licence directly — and that will vex 
him every way!" 

When people that are naturally cold get 
warm, they are almost certain to blaze. 

^' But I do not want to vex him, sir," said 
Charity, equally vexed and confused. " I 
do not intend ever to marry any one." 
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" Don't talk such nonsense ! Tou can't 
intend to be a nun or a dreary old maid !" 
returned Mr. Bagshawe. " And how are 
you to live? Tou will soon get tired of 
sewing samplers for bread! It's all very 
well for amusement. Now, if you'll marry 
me, I'll take such a pretty cottage for you 
— say, at Dulwich — with a garden and 
everything, and the walks all done round 
with pretty cockleshells. I'll never tease 
you to learn French and play the piano. 
Tou are accomplished enough for me ; and 
I used to like your queer bird-like singing 
*when you were not thinking anybody heard 
you, far better than any of their grand fal- 
de-rals of operas. Look here! — I prefer 
you a million times to Mrs. Sparkleton! 
It is not every one w6uld say that. And 
you shall have the old lady you keep the 
stall with, to live with you. She shall have 
fifty pounds a year, and live with you like 
a lady. And if you consent, I don't want 
you to bring your action against Midas. 
Let him marry whom he pleases — ^I shall 
have the better bargain, if he married 
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Helen of Troy— for I should have a true 
and affectionate heart to love me !" 

Charity was struck dumb with mingled 
pain and admiration at this generous 
proffer. She had tasted poverty — ^the offer 
was most advantageous in every worldly 
sense. She was without protection — a 
friendless orphan, almost alone in the 
world. She had always experienced kind- 
ness and attention from Mr. Bagshawe. It 
would certainly be a complete revenge on 
Midas, to marry his godfather, and inherit 
the wealth he had so securely calculated on. 
But she felt that she could not be the wife 
of another, conscientiously; her heart was 
smitten to the core, and the wound had only 
closed on the surface. We are not quite 
sure that the pale and meagre aspect of her 
new admirer did not rather assist in form- 
ing her disinterested resolve* But certain 
we are that she very modestly and grate- 
fully, but with a decision that Bagshawe 
had never yet observed in her manner, 
declined the offer. 
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Mr. Bagshawe, however, was not so muclt 
discouraged with tliis first negative as 
Charity expected* She had so much re- 
luctance naturally to offend, or hurt the 
feelings of any one, that perhaps she made 
her rejoinder too gratefully, too modestly. 
He told her he would give her time to con- 
sider,-— to consult her friend, Miss Dishnap. 
*• And he sure and tell her that you will 
make a home for her as long as she lives, if 
she takes my side of the question. But 
you may tell her, too, if you like, that if 
you will not marry me, you are worth eight 
hundred pounds any day you like to enter 
your action. Or, stay, — I'll enter it for you ; 
I am out of all patience; Til set about it at 
once." 

"You cannot, sir — it will be of no use; 

I have surrendered to him all my papers 

and proofs of every sort," said Charity, 

sedately* 

. *' You have! — you soft7cake, you! — you 

^but, no ; you are not a fool, because I 

know you will marry me some day! But- 
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liow could you be so simple?' exclaimed the 
retired attorney* ^^ What an excellent case I 
what fine datnages ! cast to the winds/' 

He would have ejaculated much more, 
but as little expressive of approbation at 
her proceedings, if Miss Dishnap, surprised 
at her friend's long delay, had not made her 
appearance to Inquire the reason. Bag- 
shawe's arrival had apparently brought 
some luck, for Miss Dishnap handed over 
to Charity a couple of sovereigns for a lace 
veil she had just sold, apologising for her 
intrusion. Charity could not forbear hold- 
ing them out to Mr. Bagshawe, and inquir- 
ing, with a flush of honest pride, whether 
he thought now that she was likely to 
starve ? 

" You owe nearly one of them for our 
dinner; Miss Bishnap, I call you to witness 
she promised me a treat," said Bagshawe, 
abruptly clenching Charity's hand, as if to 
take the coin from it. ^^ Miss Dishnap, she 
might have seventeen thousand of these 
things, if she would. I am an attorney, 
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and I am going to compromise myself — I 
will tell you how." 

The dining-rooms were now entirely de- 
serted, save by one or two attendants, who 
were busied in washing dishes in the 
scullery. Mr. Bagshawe accordingly found 
himself at liberty to endeavour to enlist 
Miss Dishnap in his favour; which he did 
in a very eloquent harangue on the ad- 
vantages of the match he proposed. At 
least she listened with the greatest gravity 
and attention ; but with regard to the pro- 
position relating to herself, she declared 
that although she should prefer Miss 
Green's company to any other, she had 
determined never to relinquish an inde- 
pendent position. She had suffered too 
much, she said^ with a sigh, from listening 
to good advice about the necessity of hav- 
ing a good income to live on, and a good 
house to live in, to desire either. This 
^ave Charity courage to repeat her nega- 
tive; and finally, Mr. Bagshawe went off, 
in high dudgeon apparently, and leaving 
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Charity in some doubt whether he had not 
intended to make her a wedding portion of 
damages before he married her. He even 
paid for the dinner out of one of her sove- 
reigns, and wrapped up the change he gave 
her in a bit of paper, with a satirical smile, 
before he retired. It is true that Charity 
found the wrapper to be a bank-note for 
fifty pounds ; but she took care to restore 
it to him by post the same evening. 



OR, THE DATS WE LITE IN. 33 



CHAPTER II. 



Mrs. Sparkleton grew daily more and 
more embarrassed in her affairs, personal 
and pecuniary. Even those patient and 
much-enduring animals, tradesmen, began 
to get importunate. Mrs. Sparkleton had 
repeatedly borrowed money to discharge 
her dressmaker's bill; but somehow or 
other, something always came in the 
way, and diverted the dedicated sums to 
different uses. A new equipage, a bracelet 
set in some particularly "sweet" manner, 
a stock of rare plants for her greenhouse — 
anything, almost, was sufficient to claim 
priority of attention to the claims of mere 
justice or prudence. She was also very 
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often generous, in preference to exercising 
either of the above virtues; for Mrs. 
Sparkleton put little value on money, 
excepting when she wanted it. Any 
begging-letter impostor who could write at 
all affectingly, might almost calculate on a 
sovereign in reply, unless she happened to 
forget the application between receiving 
and granting it. But now even her 
milliner — a polished Parisian, quite aware 
of the rudeness of asking to be paid at all — 
wrote her pretty sharp dunning notes, every 
time she sent to order a bonnet, or any 
other little necessary. 

Mrs. Sparkleton also began to feel herself 
entangled in a more dangerous position 
with her friend's husband, than she had 
speculated upon when she commenced the 
divertisement. She had intended (we be- 
lieve) to amuse herself and vex Lady Fitz* 
hauton, but not to get herself into a scrape — 
not to compromise herself. More powerful 
passions had, however, come into play, than 
had been at first invoked, or than it became 
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a ^oman of fashion, moving in the best 
society, to feeh It is quite a mistake to 
imagine that passions perish in tiiose high 
spheres, like flames in the chill atmospheres 
aboye our own. There is a good deal of 
human feeling remaining among well-bred 
people, in spite of every effort of education, 
and the frowns of society. A light flirta- 
tion and rivalry had deepened into love and 
jealousy, and Mrs. Sparkleton daily found 
Lord Fitzhauton's importunities and passion 
become mo/re dangerous, because she her- 
self shared the feelings she had kindkd. 

He was dangerous in another sense too. 
His haughty and self-willed disposition 
made him almost as careless of appearances, 
as Mrs. Sparkleton was studious of them. 
He really neglected his wife indecorously; 
not in the usual way, but so markedly, that 
it is no great wonder the soothing attentions 
of Lord Deville became quite necessary to 
her comfort. Mrs. Sparkleton, on the 
contrary, was obliged repeatedly to remon- 
strate with him on the excess of his poUte- 

D 2 
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ness to herself. He haunted her in the 
Parks ; he was always in her Opera-box ; he 
would dance with nobody else; she was 
alarmed to hear that she was always his 
toast at men parties. He was always 
sneering at Midas, and playing at cross 
purposes with him, so that the original 
dislike between them had ripened into a 
very passable hatred for an age of white 
waistcoats, which neither loves nor hates 
with the good old fervour eulogised by that 
rough old moralist, Dr. Johnson. With 
Lord Deville he had also grown very cold 
and distant. Lady Fitzhauton flattered 
herself — and did everything to confirm the 
notion— that it was because he perceived 
his lordship was dotingly in love with her. 
But Fitzhauton did not believe in that at all. 
A blinder passion persuaded him — and cerf 
tainly Deville did what he could to confirm 
the impression, whenever he had an oppor- 
tunity — that the latter had now applied 
himself in real earnest to win Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton* It seemed so natural and feasible an 
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alliance, that Fitzhauton could not persuade 
himself there was no fear of its happening, 
especially as Mrs. Sparkleton continued to 
distract the public attention, by showing 
the viscount marks of what diplomatists call, 
in their cautious way, the highest considera- 
tion. 

On the other hand, the military peer had 
engaged Mrs. Sparkleton in a private corres- 
pondence — ^which, judiciously managed, soon 
becomes a secret one. She was obliged to 
remonstrate with him not unfrequently on 
his behaviour, to her in public, which threat- 
ened to compromise her. And although she 
very virtuously refused, at first, to receive 
any private communication from Fitzhauton, 
she could i>ot refuse to receive the apologies 
and promises he returned to her own little 
complaining billets. It was ^ecessary to. 
write, because she thought she could rate 
him more severely with her pen than with 
her tongue. Her eyes always took her 
antagonist's part in a personal controversy, 
and the correspondence began most deco- 
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rduaiy. Mrs. Sparkleton ivrote in a great 
passion, to tell bis lordship that if be per- 
sisted in leaving his wife's box and coming 
roand to hers the moment she appeared, she 
should be obliged to give up the theatre 
altogether. The first interchange of episties 
began with " My lord," and " Dear Mrs. 
Sparkleton]" and, after passing through all 
proper gradations, landed in ^ My dear 
Fitzhauton," and ^^ My dearest Greraldme." 
Semonstrance and blame — apologies and 
complaints — had gradually changed into 
passionate entreaties, attractive denials, 
lamentations against destiny, wild hopes, 
and despairs, projects, and abandonments 
of tiie same, promises, plights — ^and, finally, 
a c(»%fession of mutual and passionate lovet 
which Mrs. Sparkletcm, with great solem- 
nity, declared must continue hopeless, but 
acknowledged could only cease with their 
mutual existence ! 

After this avowal, extorted amidst the 
gaiety and intoxication of flowers and 
mttsic and passion at a ball where Lady 



OB, THE BATS WE LIYE IN. 39 

Fitzhauton danced all her partners out), 
inclading even Ykcoant Deyille, who danced 
so equably, that very rarely mdeed was he 
to be fatigued with the exercise : after this 
avowal, we say, Mrs.Sparkleton Mt the abso* 
lute necessit7 of shunning farther int^course 
with the impetuous loTer who had won it 
from her — cmly she could not prevail oa 
herself to do so. Love and vanity would: 
not suffer it, not to mentbn jealousy, that 
firmly interposed her veto, representing that. 
Lady Fitzhauton might possibly be rein- 
stated, by too much coldness on her rival's 
part, in all her rights as a wife. 

Yet Mrs. Sparkleton was sitting at 
breakfast, oa a certain morning towards 
the dose of the season, with a billet firom 
Lord Fitehautom Ijring unopened on the 
table. Matters of more pres^ng import, 
absorbed her attention. She was trying to 
make out tiie meaning of .the Sadlway 
Share Listj which was open in her hand. 
Lawless had only yasA gone away, in his 
barouche, and he had been to ahow to Mrs. 



40 TH£ gold-wobshi:pf£BS : 

Sparkleton how a sudden and most unex- 
pected decline in the price of shares ren- 
dered it more than ever unadvisable to sell 
out; while the alderman was in such want 
of ready money to complete his great 
operation in the grain market, that he. 
was obliged to request her to provide the 
means to meet the first little batch of their 
accommodation-bills. Those were the two 
months' set, and quite easily met — only 
about fifteen hundred pounds or so. 

In spite of all the smooth plausibility of 
the factotum, and his • ^^ easiest thing of a 
hundred," Mrs. Sparkleton was exceedingly 
vexed, and very plainly informed him that 
it was quite impossible. She would sign as 
much more paper as he liked, but she really 
could not furnish any more ready money — 
it was quite impossible. No one would lend 
it to her ! She had exhausted all her means 
of borrowing, and was perhaps really in- 
volving herself in a disagreeable manner! 
Lawless gave. a grim smile; but with great 
delicacy informed her that, from some inex- 
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plicable cause/ a degree of distrust had 
come over the money-market, and the 
dealers would no longer negotiate even the 
most approved bills. Alderman Gullibuir& 
and her own must be considered unques- 
tionably in that class, yet he had run over 
the whole city, on the day before, in vain, 
to get money to meet the bills immediately 
due, to spare the necessity of troubling 
her. 

The worthy factotum then suggested 
whether it would not be easy for her ta 
borrow a few hundreds of some of her 
fashionable acquaintances? Lord Deville 
was a man of large property. 

" Why don't liQ borrow of his own daugh- 
ter? She must have money; she is always^ 
boasting of the immense fortune she brought 
with her !" said Mrs. Sparkleton, impa* 
tiently. " But do you really think I will put 
myself under an obligation of the kind to a 
man who — ^they tell me — has pretensions 
which I do not encourage ?" 

** Ob, mem ! relations are the worst people 



42 TH£ GOLD-WOSSHIFPEBS : 

in the world to apply to when yon are in 
difficulties ! And I don't believe the Fitz- 
haat(»i8 are very well off themselves — so 
very extravagant I — ^I saw her ladyship this 
morning in the Park with a pair of new 
horses — no, one was a mare — ^both bloods-^ 
and she was whipping the off-hand one like 
h. little, fury! And do you know what the 
groom told me? quite unknown to his lord« 
ship, she has had his fine mare, which he 
called after you, ma'am, — put in harness. 
It looks as if they were coming down when 
they can't afford to buy fresh horses when- 
ever they want them — and so the groom 
made the remark, when I was treating him 
at the Bunch of Grapes — ^for he has put me 
up to a lot of secrets about horses, and 
something for something is always my 
maxim !" 

^^ She Can afford another very well, Mr. 
Lawless, but she wants to spoil the erea*^ 
ture's spl^idid action in the saddle!— I'll 
tell Lord Fitzhauton! She shall not do it!" 
said Mrs. Sparkleton, with a vehemence 
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^ery unusual in ber perfectly ladylike system 
of manners. *^ And so, once for all, sir, if 
she will not lend ber father a small portion 
of the large fortune he gilded ber with so 
thoroughly, I don't see why I shoflild, — and 
I wiUnot-" 

. ^' It would look like taking a gift back— 
and what is so free as a gift, ma'am ?" re- 
BQonstrated the negotiator. ^^ Besides, it 
wouldn't be just, as they are not to share in 
the profits of the speculation — ^and we ought 
to keep tbem for the kst. Besides, relationsf 
are of no use, as I said before. There's bis 
own son — I mean, Mr. Midas GuUibull — 
positively refuses to get his money out of a 
mortgage be has, to lend it to his own pa- 
rent — although he rm^t see the necessity—- 
at least, he ought, if he has eyes. He has 
seven thousand pounds, and won't lend 
tiiem!" 

"I would not mind borrowing of Aw?z,"* 
said Mrs. Sparkleton, yet with besitatimi. 
^ fiis father could pay bimi for me." 

^ But be will be sure to want security, " 
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said Lawless, shaking his head mourn* 
fully. 

" Well, I'll promise him Longacres — ^he 
don't know how it is involved," replied Mrs. 
Sparkleton, 

" But he will want the title-deeds in his 
possession — and l^Irs. Skinflintz has them, 
hasn't she?" said Lawless. "He's not a 
fellow to be easily taken in, and gammoned 
with fine words." 

" I have some little influence with him— 
perhaps he might dispense with such strict* 
ness of legality with me," replied the lady. 
*' I believe he would even be glad to oblige me, 
and I could easily persuade him that my 
title-deeds are at my agent's in the coun- 
try, and that I only want the money for a 
temporary purpose — which I do, you know. 
Fifteen hundred will do, will it not?" 

" We had better make a good dip while 
we are about it — as well be hanged for a 
sheep as for a lamb," replied the factotum.. 
** Gammon him that the colonel left some 
sort of a charge on the property, which you 
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have an opportunity of buying oS advan* 
tageously at this moment. You will want at 
least four thousand pounds for that. But 
it won't quite do, neither, to say that ; it 
will prepossess him against the property, to 
find it has any charges at all upon it. Tell 
him you want to buy the next place to it — 
isn't there some place to sell in the neigh- 
bourhood? I know there must be — in an 
improving place like that, there must be. 
Say you are tired of railways and mean to 
buy land instead, and want four thousand 
pounds to put with five or six of your own 
to make a first-rate solid investment." 

Alas, poor Midas ! — Mrs. Sparkleton did 
not at all like the idea of owing anything 
to him ; in fact, though she seemed to assent, 
Lawless left her in a very unpleasant revery 
indeed, striving, as we have said, to under- 
stand the share list of the day. 

In the first place Mrs. Sparkleton felt 
it a grievance to be obliged to think at alL 
She was not accustomed to the process, and 
it wearied her. " It is really very odd to 
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have so much that one can't get anything,"" 
she mused. ^^ And what a shame it is one 
can't even- be ruined intelligibly! What 
am I to understand by learning that the 
Middle Diddle were ' done as low yesterday 
as 143i?' However, it is pretty plain it 
means that one is not worth so much as. 
one was the day before." 

She then bethought herself, and with 
little satisfaction, that if things continued 
to go wrong in her speculations, she might, 
after all, be forced to marry Midas Gulli- 
bull ! How else could she pay her debts f 
She, whose chief quarrel with Fitzhauton 
was that he had married for money, might 
very possibly do exactly the same thing! 
But her eye wandered at the moment to the 
table, and she threw down the newspaper 
to take up the billet. 

It was exceedingly well written. Passion 
inspires even dull persons, and Lord Fitz- 
hauton was not of that numerous classifi- 
cation in the genua homo* It complained 
very bitterly of her recent severity and 
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reserve to him; declared that she was 
utterly mistaken in her opinion of his 
motives, but that she gave him no oppor- 
tunity to express the purity of the passion 
which had taken entire possession of all his 
thoughts and faculties! Would she but 
grant him a few moments of private inter- 
view to utter the emotions of his heart in 
some spot where impertinent misconstruc- 
tion could not attend on the most innocent 
actions— he should be able to convince her 
how groundless were her fears — ^how undue 
her reproaches. 

A thought came into Mrs. Sparkleton's 
head as she dried the tears which unde- 
niably glistened in her eyes over this epistle, 
coupling its moving contents with her ap- 
prehensions of being compelled to seek a 
husband in Midas — ^which brought the colour 
to her brow, although alone. This is alone 
sufficient to refute the notion that women 
only blush in company, to brighten their 
complexions. Then she thought the safest 
way to escape from her perplexities would 
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be to go abroad. But how could she 
manage that without a supply of money; 
and her affairs were involved in a mass of 
accounts and railway transactions of which 
only Alderman Gullibull and his factotum 
possessed the key. Of a sudden it occurred 
to her that she would go and consult the 
^reat man himself as to the most feasible 
means of extrication. Then she would sell 
off— then she would go to the continent— ' 
then she would be at peace — ^but here she 
suddenly recollected a sneer which Lady 
Fitzhauton had ventured to pass upon her 
head-dress a short time before. 

Yes, Lady Fitzhauton had dared to make 
what she called "a good cut" at Mrs. 
Sparkleton, as she had learned from Mrs. 
Clackmannan, who learned it from Mrs. 
Brahazon's own lips, who heard it with her 
own ears I " Look at Mrs. Sparkleton's 
scarlet head-dress! — as if men were like 
turkey-cocks, and flew at that colour !'' 

At this moment there was a rap at the 
•door. A single and decisive one, but not a 
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postman's. Already Mrs. Sparkleton had 
learned to dread the rap of a dun, and 
9he started — not without a cause! In 
contravention to orders expressly given, 
and not usually disobeyed \>j femmes de 
chambre of discretion; Mademoiselle Florine 
introduced to her mistress's presence, with- 
out waiting permission, Madame Milleflenrs, 
a celebrated modiste. A strange sign, that, 
when servants who are well bred, so far 
violate propriety as to let a creditor in ' 

Madame Milleflenrs was naturally a 
woman of the most polite and agreeable 
manners, — even too polite and too agreeable. 
These accomplishments she carried to what 
would have been styled cringing and flattery 
by uneducated people. But something had 
corrupted her bon naturel — ^had soured the 
sweetness of her temper. Her bussel tossed 
about her like a balloon in a passion ; her 
dissipated, worn French face, usually all- 
beaming with amiable smiles, was now all 
curdled with frowns that reversed the ad-^ 
jective. 
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'^ Madame, excuaez-moi ! I feel myself 
maUraitiel I airiye — neTsr am I per* 
mitted to enter, Maduoe !. What for is liie 
reason ? I inform her I bring a new pattern 
iat Madame's inspeetion. I have none I — 
But I bring my U^ beel,. and she — I insist 
•.—I inseest- — she i^all pay it ! I will w«dt 
no more I" 

" What do I owe you?' said;Mr& Sparkle-^ 
ton, passionately. ^^ I will pay it Has 
instant ; but you shall never have a sin^e 
shilling again from me ; and. I will tell all 
the women of my acquaintanoe how shame^ 
fully you have braved to me !" 

" Ahj I tell you, you. would ruin your- 
self,. Madame Milkfleurs! I tell you, yoa 
wilL lose de great marriage bill ; but you do 
ftofr listen to me !" exclaimed Elorine, dry- 
ing her eyes, though not at all wet, in her 
littiie muslin apron. 

'^ But, madame ! — ^I am owed so much I 
cannot pay," said the modiste, visibly sur- 
prised and cooling. do wn«. ^^ Behold! — ^ten 
hundred and one twenty and two pound I 
How am I to pay if nobody pay me?" 



OB, Tfl& nils WD. UVB IN, 31 

**Don!t pay!,— of cmnrae joil can't, till 
jou gd^ money," said Mt& Sparklet(m# 
" Every oae knows I^un to get manied. 
soon to a very rich man, I believe; can't 
yon wait till than?' 

^' Twenty miUions firaues ! Ab, you can- 
not belieye ! — ^11 n'y a. rien de si incroyaUe 
qne la v^rite !" exclaimed Elorine* 

^^ I know datl. Btt how^ can I wait! 
Let Madame maizy ! Wbat for she do not 
nifury?'' retiumed Milleflaiz& ^' I say I 
wMl not wait any mocel Wha^t for? Is 
dere too much in.my bed?: Tmil haine my 
money!" 

^' So yon shally so you onght — ^bnt' not 
directly," said. Mrs. SparUeton. ^' I really 
can't, and that's tibe. end of the matter — ^sa 
don't bore me, but leave tha house." 

Mrs. SpaurMeton was in a. passion, had 
started np, and in her gesture of command 
looked a duke's granddau^ter every inch. 
But she did not imagine herself to have so 
distinguished an audience as she certainly 
hadr— in the person of Lord Fitzhauton^ 

E 2 
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Trho had glided quietly into the room. Of 
late he had often entered without being 
formally announced — one of the privileges 
of intimate friendship. Still less did Mrs. 
Sparkleton calculate on Madame Millefleurs' 
repartee-— which consisted in the produc- 
tion of a legal-looking piece of parchment, 
properly signed and attested. 

** Den look — see ! One copie of one writ ! 
— Madame pays or she goes to prison! — 
You are testimony, Mademoiselle Florine !" 

Mrs. Sparkleton turned extremely pale, 
but was almost unconsciously extending her 
hand to take the fatal document, when 
Lord Fitzhauton interposed. ♦^What the 
deviPs the row here?" he said, snatching it 
away, and with eyes that brightened sud- 
denly from anger to laughing recognition, 
as he encountered those of Madame Mille- 
fleurs, he added, ^^What, Madame la 
Franche! my old Parisian acquaintance! 
Comment vous portez vousj ma chere f " 

*' A merveille I but I am not Madame la 
Pranche; I am Madame Millefleurs, mo- 
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diste^ de grande modiste^ Madame Mille* 
fleurs!" 

"Nay, come, I am sure you are your* 
self! — ^you kept a magasin in the £ue de 
Bivoli! It has exploded, I suppose?" ex^ 
claimed Lord Fitzhauton, laughing out-* 
right. 

" No, mUor, I am no ! — I assure you on 
my honnearV^ said Madame MiUefleurs, 
with vehemence. 

"Tour honneurl — What next?" said 
Fitzhauton. " But you ought to know 
best, and since you have cut the acquaint* 
ance with Madame La Tranche, I have no 
objection to do so 1" 

"Ah, milor, I beseech you; consider, 
what shall I do? In dis country, what 
can I do without a character? Do not 
confound me with Madame La Franche, 
who I never know at all in my own coun- 
try I" 

" Well, I am mistaken, I suppose," said 
his lordshipi good • humouredly. "But 
what's this stuflf? — What, have you had 
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the eonfoimded impuckiiee to serve a copy 
of a writ on Mrs. Sparkleton?" And he 
tore it into a thoniand pieces. 

^Mf s xmly for a feiv hundred pounds^ 
which I did not at this moment hap^ to 
^Te in raidiness, dear Eit^iaaton!" said 
Mrs. SparMeton, with an inexpressible sense 
^ relief and proteetion. .And never, indeed, 
had FiidmaUm lamea so dear to her as at 
this moment. 

"But I demand it now not at all! — ^I 
WQOild not offinid Madame for all de world!*' 
exx^laimed iJaie peniteot modiste. 

^^ If yon wanted mon^, Geraldine, deat^ 
esty why did you not apply to toe?' said 
Lord Fit^dianton, in a tone of tender re* 
proach. ^ I shall have some moMy in a 
few days-*^wfa«re is the bill? — PU pay it. 
SnSkr me -to do so as a great fiavmir 
— you can't tell *how -you will oblige 
me! Let her have her account in readi* 
ness nest Thm'sday, and you and I will 
meet at her hmm to examine the items 
and discharge it. My word will do, mean^ 
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while, won't it, MiUefleurs — since that is 
your niune at present ?" 

Mrs. Sparkleton odoured deeply, bnt 
after a moment's ipause, nodded assent, and 
the delighted modiste eortsied almost i» 
the ground. Thai uttering a thoisaiid 
protests against any possible supposition 
that she had ever dreamed of offending 
Madame, she suffered herself to be escorted 
out by Florine. 

In spite of the service he had so recently 
rendered, Lord Fitzhauton had then the mor* 
tification to discover that he had offended 
Mrs. Sparkleton mortally! She declared 
she would not receive the loan of a single 
shilling, for any purpose, from him; that 
she would not meet him at Madame Mille- 
fleurs for any purpose on earth ; that she 
would send instant orders to her agent's to 
^^ sell out her stock," at whatever sacrifice, 
and go abroad ! She said she was the most 
insulted of women, and wept very bitterly* 
Lord Fitzhauton, on his part, went into a 
passion on the integrity and purity of his 
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niotives— repeUed insinuations with indig- 
nation, until, finally^ they had a really 
vehement quarrel^ which concluded with a 
mutual and irrevocable determination never 
to meet again, except in society — and in his 
lordship's abrupt departure. 
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CHAPTER III. 



We do not exactly know why Mrs. Sparkle^ 
ton ordered her carriage in abont an hoar 
after this final interview, to proceed to 
Fitzhauton house. Perhaps she believed 
what his lordship assured her in a passion he 
would do, when they parted — " He would 
go home and make friends with his stupid 
ivife 1 — anything rather than be made such 
cruel sport of by a woman who evidently 
delighted in his misery !" 

But Fitzhauton had not done anything 
so rash as this. Mrs. Sparkleton found her 
ladyship quite alone, and really quite de- 
lighted and eager to see her ! Of late, thii} 
wad not by any means the rule, and Mrs# 
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Sparkleton had securely calculated that if 
alone, her ladyship would not be at home^ 
to her. But at home she was, and, with 
considerable unwillingness, Mrs. Sparkleton 
mounted to a tSte-a-tSte. 

Lady Fitzhauton's eyes were sparUing^ 
with as much triumph and malice as if she 
had just achieved some great result. She 
received Mrs. Sparkleton with the utmost 
cordiality, for she imagined she had it now 
in her power to wound the feelings and 
yanity of her visitor .pretty fieverely. 

^^ I want your, advice, dear Mrs. fipoxide^ 
ton,; indeed, ;^ conoems yourself in some 
dqgiee ; for, although you will not .have 
Lord Deville, I think it yery affronting t& 
yau that he still pxBtends cto court you,"^ 
she said, iaking la Jetter from under a 
handkerchief, where it ilmd been a llittle 
hastily ihrown. ^'Sr wf» not ^t your 
Thd dansantj was iha, .last night:?" 

^^ Theie was jsuch :a mob, that I eeansebp' 
leflolleot — 'yes, I fthink he ^was," replied 
Mrs. Sparkleton, ^with ezisessive lunconcesn* 
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^^ He could not be! He promised me, — 
I mean, he told me — ^he would not !" replied 
Lady Fitzhauton, warmly. " That is, he 
mid he should not have time, though you 
seat him so kind an inTitation. He lunched 
twith me yesterday. And what do you 
think? I never in the lieast suspected it — 
^ut the poor foolish man has actually fallelL 
in loye with me!" 

" WiA ywi! — i-Why, my dear soul, it k 
quite impossible; you are a married^oman, 
and nrast not misunderstand people so 
strangely," said Mrs. SparHeton, amased at 
liHS revelation. ^^fieiLlly, you will makft 
yourself quite TidiculoBS if yon take iksd 
V^tt 'pere^age of ^oeiefy in such serious 
%hl8." 

^^ Oh, I undesi^tand fieimfiage M wdl tw 
Aqrbody dse — ^I hear quite enougli of tiutt — 
men makii^ fun of women, by pfetenfling 
ito be in Ityfe with them," replied Lady 
'MtBluiuton, with a most proTokingly ocm- 
temptuous expfessian. ^^-Mtiliauton Mm* 
«tf often makes -foob -of women in iifaat way, 
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to vex me — ^but I am not vexed at ^1! 
Look at this letter*— only you must promise 
me to keep it an eternal secret I" 

^^ Letter! has he committed himself to 

« 

black and whiter thought Mrs. Sparkleton^ 
with much surprise, as she took an epistle 
from Lady Fitzhautom With increasing 
amazement, she recognised Deville's hand* 
writing, though a pretty good effort had 
heen made to disguise it, and it was without 
signature. 

" Nothing — ^I own it, dearest perfection !" 
— ^read Mrs. Sparkleton, ^^ nothing but the 
extreme violence of my passion could excuse 
the rash avowal I have dared to make ! But 
^e you not neglected — despised — ^probably 
betrayed ? Who can see so sweet a flower 
thrown aside, and not stoop to put it in his 
bosom ? And is a love so pure, so fervent, 
to be abandoned to a perpetual despair? 
Are we bound to keep faith so merciless to 
the faithless? Faithless I believe him to 
j)e — ^you will know who I mean. And yet 
after so much that I know — so much more 
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that I suspect — ^you think it possible — you 
accuse me of a wish to obtain the hand of a 
woman whose heart is contaminated by an 
impure affection for the husband of another? 
You will know to whom I allude ! — or rather 
a woman who has no heart, but who employs 
all the artifices of a shameless coquetry to 
win one which should never be hers, and is 
besides not worth the having ! 

** Pardon me if I speak bitter truths. I 
implore your pardon ! Let me purchase it 
with the silent devotion of my life ! If you 
need revenge, look in my heart !— you will 
ask no more. But let me hope you will not 
refuse — as in a moment' of anger you so 
cruelly threatened — ^to accompany the un- 
worthy man who possesses you to my break- 
fast on Saturday ! I do assure you, my 
strawberries are the finest this year ever 
seen, and you will witness a little f^te, in 
the French style, which will possess some 
charm of novelty to you. In secret, dearest 
one, and with every mark of open homage 
which prudence will permit me to bestow, 
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yoa shall be the qiieen. of the gala, as yott 
are of the heart of him who pens these' lines^ 
inspired, by it»" 

We do not know that there waa ever any 
wonum who felt: more particularly insulted 
and exasperated than Mrs^. Sparkleton was 
by the contents of this letter. But she took 
care not to let her antagonist perceive it, 
though with some difficulty. 

" Why, surely some one has copied tiiis 
thing out of an antiquated novel! — yoa 
don't really mean to. say, Lady Fitzfaauton, 
that you. received this letter, by a modem 
postman?" she exclaimed. 

^' Hal&an-hour ago ! — ^Don't you know the 
handwriting?" rej^ied her ladyship. 

" No, nor can I even guess at it." 

** Tou nmst know; it is Lord Deville^s," 
said Lady Fitzhauton, triumphantly. '^ liit)* 
body but he could write to me about nduLt 
he mentions, for he does offend me by 
making love to me. And I mean to tdl 
Eitzhauton, that he may perceive I am not 
sa unnoticeaUe a person as he seems to 
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think I am— -and, besides^ I want to know 
wliat woman is after him, &r I will expose 
her everywhere, for a wretch as die is !" 

Bj what admirable management did 
Mrs. Sparkletoa keep boidi her countenanee 
4i2Ld her temper at these words? Only the 
moat finished education could have enabled 
her to do so. Lady Fitzhauton would 
have been almost at fiaticnffs in a similar 
position. 

'^ Oh, I suppose she will not care for 
ihat^.if ^e is a. woman of a certain cha- 
racter — and of Goaise ndK»dy else would 
encourage the attentiims of a< married' man," 
she said. " But I rrally don't advise you 
to do it. You are far more likely to 
force Lord Eitzhauton wholly into the power 
of the person — whoever she is^ — liian to 
reoal him to yourself, by violence ! If she is 
a woman of ^irit, you wUl only mafe her 
desperate. And, then. Lord Fitzhauton 
will be sure to suspect that sometihiing 
rather out of the usual waj must have 
passed between you and Deville before he 
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would address you thus ? Unjustly, of 
course ; but still men that do these things 
themselves, know how they are done." • 

" Well, how are they done?" said Lady 
Fitzhauton, colouring deeply. 

" How should I know? — But not alto* 
gether by letter," replied Mrs. SparHeton. 
" Yet almost everybody would conclude 
from this that the affair between you is of 
long standing — and that you must often 
have pardoned indiscretions — ^long listened 
to solicitations — which married women of 
rank and character doritl Besides, Lord 
Fitzhauton would be sure to challenge him, 
if he believed in Deville's nonsense, which 
I don't — and how absurd it would be for 
you to be the cause of an affair which might 
end unpleasantly I" 

** I don't care — I will find out — ^who the 
woman is !" replied Lady Fitzhauton, with 
vehemence. " Can, you imagine who it can 
be, Mrs. Sparkleton? Do tell me, for I am 
determined to know !" 

" He flirts with so many women, that 
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how in the world — ^but Lord Deville will 
know best, if he really wrote that letter," 
returned Mrs. Sparkleton; and we can 
scarcely record with certainty whether she 
was more alarmed or exasperated at the 
cross-examination to which she was sub- 
jected. " Tou can hardly expect Lord Fitz- 
hauton will be so communicative, but" — 

On that little word the door opened, and 
in entered the ill-timed viscount himself! 
with all his usual tranquil elegance of 
manner, excepting that he did show a 
momentary surprise when his glance feU 
upon the two ladies reading the epistle. 

" Look here, my lord!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, — ^but luckily not quite yielding 
to the passion of indignation that filled her — 
" Lady Fitzhauton has received quite a 
valentine this morning, and we cannot make 
out from whom it comes. Can you?" 

Lord Deville * very slightly changed 
colour, as he took the letter. But he read 
it to himself with a deliberate gravity, which 
strongly contrasted with the eager, angry 

VOL. III. • F 
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visages of the two ladies-^especialljr Mrs» 
^arkletoa's ! — ^What passions gleamed be* 
neath ks outward calm! Lady Fitakaatoa 
looked rather remoraeM and strack, as if 
she had done an unhandsome thing (and so 
she had) to her devoted admirer* 

^< Very passioBAte, indeed ! — ^No, madam^ 
I cannot even imagine who could send such 
a letter to Mrs. SparUeton/^ he said, after 
finishing the perusal^ and handing it, with a 
graceful bow and smile, to that lady. 

^^ It did not come to Mrs. ^arkleton — 
it came to me!" said Lady Fitzhauton^ 
with asperity. ^^ Why must everything go 
to Mrs* Sparkleton ? Now confiBSs the truth, 
Lord Deville, did you not write it yourself?'* 

" I, madam ! On such a subject, I should 
think, I could express myself, I yms going 
to say, better^--*but I mean^ not exactly in 
this way<-^and I always sign my name 
when I write/' replied the viscount, exces- 
sively amazed and embarrassed, in secret. 
^' But, : good heavens ! is it possible. Lady 
Fitzhauton, tiiat you should imagine I 
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woold join m a coospHracjr «gaki6i 'jm,f 
For the only rational conclusion I can o^bm 
to on this letter, is, tiiat some wretch whom 
joii have treated with deB^rvied contempt, 
has written it to yoa, intending that ft 
should &11 into your husband's hands, and 
famish him wi1& a pretext fi)r the neglect 
with which, I am SOTry to say, everybody 
remarks he treats you. Perhaps even ^ 
fsmate herself, aUuded to m this note, has 
doneitr 

No, we i^uld ner^r accomplish it, and 
therefore we relinquish all attempt to de* 
scribe Mrs^ Sparkleton's sensations on hear^ 
mg these words! Wonder, rage, admiFft. 
tion of the brilliant diplomatic talent dis- 
played — indignation at the insinuations 
c^veyed — all at work together in her 
soul ! 

But tile vain and by no means very 
penetrating peeress fell easily into the trick. 
" Do you reaUy think it is so? Oh, what a 
wretch, what a fiend, the woman must be I 
But how do you know there is a woman ? 

F 2 
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Only let me know that! Only let me know 
that!'' 

^' I am not sufficiently acquainted with 
Lord Fitzhauton's affairs to form even a 
conjecture," said Deville, very much agi- 
tated within, but very calm without. 

" The idea is really so wicked that I can- 
not believe it is anything but a fancy of 
Lord Deville's," said Mrs, Sparkleton, dart- 
ing a look at him, which he appreciated. 
*'I believe these anonymous letters are 
almost always lies, and founded on lies, 
invented by cowardly slanderers, who have 
only the heads without the hearts of assas- 
sins! I advise you to take no further 
notice of the matter. Lady Fitzhauton — 
unless you know somebody that was to give 
you a breakfast and strawberries next 
Saturday!" 

" My parties are pretty extensively heard 
of— my breakfasts, you know, are quite 
renowned — ^the villain must be an ingenious 
fellow to authenticate his falsehoods, in 
some degree, with a remarkable circum- 
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stance," said Deville ; ^'Ido give a breakfast 
next Saturday — but I am not sure that the 
inTitationa are issued yet." 

"None has reached me, however," said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, drily. 

"Let me supply the omission then — 
if omission it may be called," replied 
Deville. 

" I am afraid it is a little too late. I 
have some thoughts of going to Paris for a 
short time," said Mrs. Sparkleton. " And 
that puts me in mind, I have a commission 
to execute for a friend there, so I must run 
away even from such ' goodly companie ! ' " 

And lightly and playfully in manner, but 
with a bitterness of resentment quite under- 
stood by its object, Mrs. Sparkleton pro- 
ceeded on her morning calls. 

Deville was exceedingly alarmed. He 
knew that he had not deceived Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton by his explanation, and that her leav- 
ing him alone with Lady Fitzhauton, to 
discourse on the topic, was a direct defiance 
which meant mischief. At the same time 
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ke feared tiiat, alihougii mystified, Ladj 
l^ltekaatcm wonM not in reaihy be per- 
suaded he was not tiie aaitiior cf tlie aaosy- 
pras letter* 

Her first words after Mro. SpsrUeton^* 
dq)artQre soffekntlj repealed this fact. 
** I know vMy wen you wrote it, Lord 
Deville ! and I insist on knowing wbo this 
woman is ! Is it Mrs. Spaikleton ? What 
laght hw^ you io take away a -p&rwan^B 
character — if it b liot— -for I shall be (Mig^ 
to tdl my brotiier, and prevent hiin from 
marryii9g her ! " 

^ But, my dear Lady Fitzhautci^ how 
Q^d you be so extraordiiiflrtly imprudent 
as to sbow that lefet^ to any one — aboire 
aB, to Mrs. SpnrkkiKm?" 

^^I wanted her i» see whai people 
ifaougfat of her behmd hsr bade: I wwolied 
her to know that dhse is not everybody ! — 
And I will let Fitehauton see it, that X msf 
find out whether jou hare been telling mt 
tiie trutii or not^ or only trying to set me 
against hun.'' 



" Pray don't do that !----yoiir oim obser- 
vation might alone convinoe yoa; bat if 
fou will give me a little time-<**for heaven's 
sake, Lady Fit^faanton, consider what you 
are about !" exclaimed Bevilie, exceedingly 
akrmed, 

'^ I will, and I do ! axid If yon don't 
prove it to me, as mse as my iiame is Ann 
Gkdlfbnll — ^no, I mean Eitehanton — I will 
tell my husband what yon say--^I will show 
him the letter!" retixraed the Iteadstrong 
oonntess. 

"But what would you, then?^ Why 
would you give yourself >so much pain?" 
said the viscount, infinitely j>er[dexed. ^^ If 
indeed you would take a rational o^evet]^ 
— such a revenge iis women of jense in 
general take~[ have no doubt I oonld 
oon^iaoe you — I don't s«y of their guilt — 
but certainly^ that it is asatiifir prudence 
than virtue, or love for you, Ihai keeps 
them innocent." 

" Now, if you win, Lo(rd J)eville ! — if you 
only will. Lord Deville! — But if you do 
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not, I declare, by all that's good, I will 
show this letter to Lord Fitzhauton !" 

^' You shall be satisfied. Bat, mean- 
while, saj that you do not hate me ! Be- 
peat the assurance which your dear lips 
gave me a few days ago, that if you had 
not been wedded to another. At your 
feet I implore the repetition of those ex- 
quisite words, a music almost too flatteringly 
sweet for human sense !" 

And with honied blandishments like 
these, working on the irritated mind of 
Lady Fitzhauton, the viscount at last ma- 
naged to extort a confession from her, that 
if she could only once believe her husband 
really could prefer another to her, she knew, 
— she was sure, she should greatly prefer — 
the kneeling adorer at her feet. In short, 
Deville had reason to believe, that if he 
could manage to soothe . Mrs. Sparkleton's 
displeasure, and give her a little longer 
time and opportunity to compromise her- 
self, and excite Lady Fitzhauton's jealousy 
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to a Utile higher pitch, he should at last 
attain the goal of his own schemes. 

The viscount stayed to take lunch with 
Lord Fitzhauton, who happened to come 
home very shortly after, and then proceeded 
on his enterprise to Mrs. Sparkleton's. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Lord Deyille was quite aware that he had 
a difficnlt task before him; bat so much 
depended on its skilful execution that he 
bent every energy to succeed. The impu- 
dence of a visit from him was in itself so 
imexpected, that Mrs. Sparkleton had not 
even given orders to deny him admission. 
She had barely time to withdraw from the 
library, to which visitors were usually in- 
troduced, on observing him enter, from the 
window. 

^^ I see I have disturbed Mrs. Sparkleton 
— say, I merely wish to speak with her for 
a single instant," said his lordship, quietly 
seating himself at the table which she had 
just lefh 
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Mrs. SparUeton l»d beea writiiig a note. 
Some Uottii^paper remained on the open 
itesk, and by some dtanoe or other Deviiie's 
eye rested upon it. It was not the coarae 
meEcantile red, bat fine irfaite blotting* 
pi^r, delicate as the hands that f^pfied 
it — bnt not by any is^ans so . trnstwortiky 
as its dark-hued rdatives. instead of the 
confused blotGhes and chaotic lettering of 
its Tolgar namesake, tiie aristocratic blot* 
ting-paper in question took off a very clrar 
^JmTe of T.^er H ^applied to. 
Lord DeviUe read at a glance, and very 
distinctly, a direction to Lord Fitdianton, 
not at his own house, bnt at his dab, thongh 
in revETBed characters ! He coidd not resist 
the hnpnlse, and raised tiie paper to the 
ii^. In a moment car two he had read 
what satisfied him that it was a document 
worth preserving; and with that intent he 
cpiietiy transferred it to his pocket-book* 
. Mrs. Sparkleton had meanwhile recovered 
her temper, or at least her manners, for she 
entered quite in her usual way, about a 
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moment too late. Even Deville was asto- 
nished at her admirable self-possession. " I 
saw you so shortly ago, that I feel quite 
a curiosity to know what I owe this addi- 
tional pleasure to ?" she said, smilingly. 

Deville, it seemed, had called from a very 
kind motive. It was to put Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton on her guard against one of the most 
extraordinary misconstructions he had ever 
heard of! After her departure from Fitz- 
hauton house he had learned, with the 
utmost astonishment, that her ladyship was 
possessed with a violent suspicion, Mrs. 
Sparkleton herself was the rival against 
whom the anonymous writer warned her ! 

" I leave you to judge of my surprise ! 
I was never more startled and amazed in 
my life," observed his lordship. " It must 
unavoidably be that your little flirtation in 
Paris has come to Lady Fitzhauton's ears. 
Let me request you to do nothing, however 
innocent, that may give countenance to the 
invention." 

" Is it possible !— And had she the inso- 
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lence to say such things to my very face?' 
said Mrs. Sparkleton, with warmth; and 
Lord Deville continued to reiterate all the 
possible provoking things he had either 
heard or could invent, as having been ut- 
tered by the jealous wife. He succeeded 
admirably in his main object. 

" Lord Deville ! if you believe me, I will 
not alter my conduct — ^my manner of be- 
having to Lord Fitzhauton — to please all 
the jealous fools in England ! I do nothing 
that is wrong (here she coloured a little), 
and I will not take the slightest trouble to 
remove — in fact, it would be the very way 
to confirm — ^the absurd fancies of that very 
foolish person. You know what a respect 
I have for your opinion, (here they both 
smiled) and do tell me whether you think 
I am not right in reUnquishing an intention 
I had formed half an hour ago of spending 
the autumn in Paris or Dresden ?" 

" Don't even mention it, my dear Mrs. 
Sparkleton ! — some report would be sure to 
be raised immediately which would give 
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your friends the greatest pain — ^me bejond 
all," said Lard Deirille, vmtably alarmed 
at the idea. ^^Ladj Fitadiauton will be 
oertain ix> saj that she frightened yon off — 
and society will sustain an metrieTaUe loss. 
London society, I mean,— of course, Faris- 
or Dresden would gain infinitely !" 

This matter satisfactorily arranged, and 
leaving Mrs. Sparkleton quite in the humour 
to do all in her power to add to, instead of 
diminishing^ the jealous sentiments of Lady. 
Fiizfaauton, Deville retired to his own howe. 
There he examined the blotting*pap^ at 
more leisure, and distinctly made out the 
following words, after two hours of assi* 
duoQS labour, assisted by the flame of a 
iia{ditha lamp : — 

'^ Lady Frtzhauton's extraordinary beha- 
vitmr .... to concert measures ... I will 
meet you, according to the appointment 
about settling . . . horrid woman . . . ac- 
count ... at Mad .... (and one hour's 
toil was well bestowed in clewly decipher- 
ing the naiue) at Madame Millefleurs, at 
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five o'clock, on Thursday, the 7th, when I 
am to be there to see some things fromi 
Paris. We ought not .... meet agam . . . 
and, after tliat, I ami firmly determined to 
Break off all corre^iondence with your wife,, 
and consequently^ . .^ . ." The rest was so 
crossed and blotted that it was only possible 
to make out a dbance word here and there. 
Enough, however, remained to convinee the- 
anxious inquisitor that as yet the parties 
were clear of actual guilt, and to show that; 
whatever were the true motives of this 
seeret interview, they were varnished, over 
with a very fair pretext of hannless busi- 
ness. There were expressions of gratitude 
for tiie kind assistance proffered by Fitz-« 
hauton — a statement of the enormous locked- 
up wealth the writer possessed in shares, 
which rather astonished the viscount — and 
assurances of almost immediate repaynijent 
— which left it doubtful, even to Deville 
himself, whether the appointment was not 
really and exclusively on business. Only he 
knew the character of the man, and had a 
very ill opinion of all women. 
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But did this discovery altogether please 
him? Deville was himself surprised to find 
what emotions of envy and hatred roused 
themselves in his soul, as he speculated on 
the degree of success Fitzhauton had achieved 
with the brilliant widow. We certainly 
think he would have felt but little less if his 
dangling after Mrs. Sparkleton had been a 
sincere and vehement courtship ! In fact, 
he began to suspect that he liked her more 
than he had imagined. Some feeling more 
than usually strong must certainly have 
animated the cautious viscount in the course 
of policy he adopted. 

In the first place, he managed, by dint of 
erasures' and cross writing, to render it im- 
possible to decipher such parts of the note 
as were not necessary to produce the im- 
pression that a regular assignation was 
granted, or to leave it doubtful whether, if 
so, it was the first, or one of a series. 

His lordship then despatched an apology 
to a house where he had promised to dine, 
and took a leisurely stroll towards Madame 
Millefleur's establishment. That eminent 
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marchande de modes j as slie delighted to call 
herself, resided in a house large enough for 
a nobleman with a great retinue, ixi a square 
which had only lately descended to admit 
the shadow of trade within its aristocratic 
limits. Nothing but a vast brass plate on 
the door, and an open hall attended by a 
porter in liveiy, announced that the man- 
sion in question belonged to a millinerl Ma- 
dame Millefleurs herself and her husband 
lived in great state and luxury on the ground 
floor ; the middle rooms displayed, in a long 
suite, the most delicate and ingenious pro« 
ductions of her art, and the various personal 
adornments in which she dealt. Above 
these toiled, night and day, in dense and 
suffering throngs, the hapless young women 
dedicated to the production of these articles 
of refined habiliment. 

Lord Deville made some inquiries in the 
neighbourhood, and ascertained that Madame 
Millefleurs was a most respectable woman — 
which means that no coroner had as yet 
returned a verdict against her, though lier 
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young pec^le had a great trick of dying, 
and that she paid her batcher's and baker's 
bills pretty regularly. But he had formedl 
a theory of his own — that she must be a 
woman of an obliging disposition^ though of 
course not professionally so. Whatever 
Mrs. Sparkletpn had dope or meant to do^ 
she was a woman whom Deville himself 
acknowledged was incapable of doing any- 
thing wrong, in a flagrant manner, or with 
a clear understanding and determination <^ 
doing it. In fact, the blotting-paper 
repeatedly declared that she only granted 
this interview to convince Lord Fitzhauton 
of the folly and danger of their even meet- 
ing at all; that when she saw him, she 
meant to give him a thousand reasons why 
she ought nev^r to see him — and to demon- 
strate that the only way to avoid tempta- 
tion was never to venture near it! And 
that was true enough. 

Society is becoming rather a complex 
game, it must be confessed. While Deville 
was making his inquiries without, Lord 
Fitzhauton was effecting a satisfactory 
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arrangement nvithin, with Ms new ally, 
Madame MiUefleors. 

" Tour account, you know, is very long, 
and, I daresay, pretty diflSicult to audit — 
you must take care we are not interrupted," 
he was saying, almost as Deville passed. 

^^ Ah, milor ! what will become of my 
reputation? — One can do no ting in England 
without a caractere !'' 

" But everything with one !" responded 
his lordship. ^' Bah! MiUefleiH*s, you have 
a character good enough to send you to glory, 
if it is not too carefully investigated. But 
who is going to do the slightest possible 
damage to your character?" 

" Eh, milor ! — but mon honneuT !" 

^^ Fho, we are old acquaintances." 

^^ But now dat M. Millefleurs make me 
one honest woman" — remonstrated the 
modiste. 

* ^ ^ More than heaven itself can, much less 
a little Frenchman!" replied Fitzhauton, 
laughing heartily* ^'How came you to 
marry such a withered crab-apple?' 

62 
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" Oh, he is so useful !" sighed Madnme 
Millefleurs. "He mind de house, he 
pack de good, keep de book, make de bill, 
trim de lamp, and when no one pay me, he 
go to prison for my debt !" 

"Well, well — if you want me to pay 
Mrs. Sparkleton's — and I really don't think 
she herself has much to spare at this 
moment, — nor, indeed, have I, for I am as 
much annoyed as any body, and hold quite 
a levee of people wanting money, every 
morning — ^you must allow me an oppor- 
tunity to examine the items of your account. 
That's flat, so don't bore me with your 
honneur and caractere^ and stuff" of that 
sort." 

It happened that a few moments after 
the delivery of this decisive opinion, Deville 
observed his friend sally forth, attended 
to the door by Madame Millefleurs, 
curtseying, laughing, remonstrating, and 
assenting, with a million protests and 
entreaties to the contrary. He did not 
hear what was said, for he was at some 
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distance ; but he was skilled in interpreta- 
tions, and went on Iiis way still more 
exasperated and incited to his own purposes, 
by what he considered the intended treachery 
of his friend. Fitzhauton did not know, he 
reasoned, that his addresses to Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton were merely feigned, to cover a more sub- 
stantial pursuit, and consequently he felt him- 
self injured and insulted, as if they had been 
as much in earnest as they seemed to be! 
He had a just motive for revenge, and it 
is astonishing what energy to commit great 
wrongs, a little right in them gives one ! 
When Manning fractured O'Connor's skull 
with as little i*emorse as he could have 
broken up a cocoa-nut, he declared hiniself 
sustained by this great principle. But it 
presented itself for adoption in a much 
more polished and civilized form to Viscount 
Deville. He determined to communicate 
the result of his researches to Lady Fitz- 
hauton, and to expect the best results from 
her exasp^ated passions and imprudence. 
Deville had learned, by a somewhat 
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perilous experience, the inexpediency of 
trusting her ladyship with secrets too long 
before it was advisable they should explode. 
He kept that of the blotting-paper, there- 
fore, until Hie morning of the day in which 
the meeting at Madame Millefleurs was to 
•take place. It happened to be the one for 
which he had already issued cards to a 
numerous company, inviting them to what 
he called a Musical Breakfast. His lordship 
was a great patron of the Opera, and could 
at all times command the services of the 
finest performers. His concerts were greatly 
in vogue, and the delicious repasts with 
which' he accompanied them, rendered them 
quite the rage. . He knew Mrs. Sparkleton 
would not come — ^for she had^sent him word, 
in reply to a most flattering invitation, that 
she was previously engaged. He thought 
it therdbre probable that Fitzhauton would 
•not stay long ; as, besides, he only admired 
music on the stage. At all events, he 
should have plenty of opportunity to make 
B communication that he had one to make,. 



OBy THIS DAYS W£ LIVS IN. 87 

and leave it to Lady Fitzhauton's better 
judgment as to the when and the where-^ 
Deville felt satisfied that it would be in 
time to prevent his friend from reaping the 
projected harvest of his hopes, and to do all 
the necessary mischief. 

It would perhaps have been a safer 
iftethod not to make the revelation until 
it was too late to leave the injured parties 
any satisfaction but revenge. Nevertlielesd 
the viscount could not bring himself to this 
resolution. He either liked Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton better than he had thought, or disliked 
his rival too mudi, to contemplate with 
any patience the possibilities of his triumph. 
After all, too, Mrs. Sparkleton might change 
her mind; she was very changeable; and 
some alibi might occur to destroy the credi* 
liility of his blotting-paper. 

Fitzhauton and his wife were in a much 
letter temper than itstial with each other 
on this partiei]dar HKKruing. The iptoung 
peer was in the highest spirits, so fidl of 
gaiety and good humour that even his wife 
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came in for a share of it. It has been re- 
marked by a practical observer, that lovers 
ai*e apt to show the greatest signs of fond- 
ness when they least feel it ; and, at times, 
husbands and wives may find it expedient 
to work on the same principle. However 
that may be, Deville's exasperation was 
increased by the marks of fondness,- 
approaching to folly, which her ladyship 
thought proper to lavish on her husband, 
before his face, and indeed before every 
body's that chose to look on. It offended 
Lord Doville's taste as well as his feelings ; 
while Lady Fitzhauton greatly enjoyed 
making him jealous, as she thought, and 
at the same time displaying to all the 
world, how absolute was in reality her 
hold on her husband's affections. 

" You see," she said to Lord DeviUe, 
privately, in triumph, " You see ! I have 
only to show the least sort of kindness for 
him, and he plays about me like a lapdog !" 

" I cannot contain myself any longer 
on witnessing such perfidy!" exclaimed 
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Deville, in reply — and he had no occasion 
to feign being out of patience : " I will 
prove to you that it is all the vilest 
treachery, if you will or can but grant me 
half an hour's interview." 

" Oh, nonsense, I know how it is. You 
have often tried to make me believe you 
were in love with me, and now you want 
me to fancy you are jealous of me, — 
because Fitzhauton and I are such good 
friends," replied Lady Fitzhauton, coquet- 
tishly smiling, and flourishing her fan ; 
while the music made so good a noise, she 
ran little risk of being overheard. " Goy 
you naughty man ! You ought not to try 
and make mischief between man and wife." 

" Y9U do not believe me — you always 
mock me in this way," said Deville, 
warmly. " But I have now proofs — proofs 
impossible to be refuted — ^that he is deceiv- 
ing you in the grossest manner. Still, I 
know you will not believe in any, though 
they were glaring*as the sun at noonday — 
or rather as the flames in the abyss ! So I 
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shall depart' to*-morrow for the continent, 
and leave jou to find out things at your 
leisure." 

" But you have no proof, — ^you only 
talk because you do not like Fitzhauton, 
and see that Mrs. Sparkleton is after 
Wm." 

" Why, this very day — this very after- 
noon — I can ^ve you the most convincing 
proof in the world, that he is only feigning 
this kindness the better to deceive you !" 

" How will you manage that?" said 
Lady Fitzhauton, with mocking compla- 
cency of incredulity. 

" I will show you a fac-simile of a note 
from Mrs. Sparkleton to your husband^--* 
if you will promise inviolable secrecy ! — 
which contains some proof, at all events, 
of a very extraordinary degree of con* 
fidence in, and tenderness for, another 
woman's husband!'^ 

" Let me see it now, and I will believe 
you," aaid Lady Fitzhauton, with sudden 
vivacity. 
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"How can I before all this society? 
But tell me when you will be at leisure, 
for five minutes — alone." 

« I know it is impossible-quite impos- 
sible — ^you cannot have any proofs of such 
nonsense," said Liady Fitzhauton, turning 
pale. " I declare, I really wiU tell Fitz- 
hauton — aiid Mrs. Sparkleton too — ^if yoti 
annoy me in this way." 

" You may, if I do not establish what I 
assert, on the firmest evidence," replied 
the viscount. 

" I don't believe it. But I will droj) 
my bracelet in the acacia vase there, and 
you can bring it after me to my house. 
Fitzhauton told me he was going fironi 
here to his club, and should probably ndt 
dine at home." 

" Did he, indeed?" replied Deville, with 
a bitter smile. " I shall not forget to 
bring the bracelet. But let us listen to 
this overture : they are in the piano now, 
and we may be overheard." 

Afker this priming. Lady Fitzhauton 
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was quite ready for the engineer to load, 
when, about an hour after the concert- 
party had broken up, Deville arrived at 
her residence with the bracelet. He 
found her at lunch, and she hivited him to 
partake; which he accepted, lurst, he 
satisfied himself the footman thoroughly 
<5omprehended the purpose of his visit was 
to restore a bracelet accidentally dropped 
— " I knew it must be vours, for I had often 
admired the brilliancy of the rubies in the 
snake's head," he remarked. " And, as I 
was coming this way, — " the servant 
withdrew, and he did not feel it necessary 
to proceed with the legend, more especially 
xis Lady Fitzhauton instantly and impera- 
tively demanded what he meant by sa3dng 
he had proofs against her husband and 
Mrs. Sparkletonl 

" Judge yourself; I found this facsimile, 
-as I said, of a note from Mrs. Sparldeton 
to him, on her desk, by the merest acci- 
dent in the world. You know her hand- 
writing very well. Hold it up to the light 
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and rend in tlie oriental style — from the 
right to the left." 

It would not be easy to do justice to the 
emotion with which Lady Fitzhauton 
snatched the fatal blotting-paper, with 
which she gradually deciphered its half 
obliterated contents. 

" Oh, the wretches, the monsters ! It is 
a regular assignation ! I will tell Mamma, 
I will tell Papa! Papa shall ^et me 
divorced; I will have my money back 
again, eveiy halfpenny ; he shall not have 
a farthing of mine ! And then PU marry 
somebody else — I'll marry you. Lord 
Deville ! PU bring them both to justice 
— the wretches ! Poor, poor Mamma, — 
she little knows ! What shall I do? I'll 
expose them to every one ; I'll go with a 
do5?en policemen, and have them both 
taken to the station-house !" 

And then she fell into a passion of 
weeping. Tlie violence of the resolutions 
she hinted at, however, gave no satisfac- 
tion to her informant. 
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" It may, after all, be merely on mat- 
ters of business they are to meet," he ob-- 
served, in the first pause of the tempest. 
" Thoughl own I do not quite perceive why 
they could not transact it at Mrs. Spar- 
Teton's, where Lord Fitzhauton, I hear, 
u a constant visitor — ^at least his groom 
tells my valet so. I have no other autho- 
rity. But Madame Millefleurs is a woman 
of excellent character, and — " 

^ ' Yes, she is Mamma's dressn^iker, but 
Mrs. Sparkleton recommend^ her to us, 
— and she knew her in Paris,— no doubt, 
when that wicked man she writes to was 
tihiere," exclaimed Lady FitzhaUton. 

" Well, but you* cannot deny / have 
giyen you due wning," said DeviUe. « It 
may be but suspicion, I grant. They have 
known each other long. Her husband 
was a peevish old invaUd— and a coquet 
tish young woman of her vivacious tem- 
perament (not that ever I heard their flir- 
tati(m in Paris was anything extraordinary 
— ^for that capital), might be a dangerous 
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companion, might be m dangerous corn-* 
^mj with Lord Fitzhauton. Powdey 
and spark are best kept asunder, no 
doubt. For, with the very best intentions, 
one really does, sometimes, do anything but 
the very best deeds. I should certainly 
recommend your making one of the party, 
but in a quiet orderly manner, so that you 
may not exhibit yourself to the world m 
the ridiculous character of a jealous wife. 
It will be quite sufficient, I should think, 
if you let Mrs. Sparkleton and his lord- 
ship comprehend that you have them in 
your power, and that, consequently, they 
must in fiiture break off any acquaiiitance 
that may at present exist. I have no 
doubt Mrs. Sparkleton will cantinen^li$e^ 
and, unless you have lost all regard for 
Lord Fitzhauton, — ^you had better ^ not 
drive him to despair." 

"I have — I hate him. — awt^teh! After 
all the money we have given hina, to behave 
90 to me," wept Lady Fitzhauton. " Only 
let me have her in my power! TU let 
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every body know what she is. Will you 
go with me, Lord Deville, and be my 
witness?" 

" JlydearLady Fitzhaiiton, what witness 
could I be?" replied his lordship, shrug- 
ging his shoulders. " Do you think, if we 
go in a violent manner, that they will allow 
us an opportunity of witnessing — anything 
Very remarkable? We shall find them 
gravely at their accounts ^^nth Madame 
Millefleurs and half a dozen milliners in 
the room. Besides, you have unfortunately 
compromised me, by allowing Mi-s. Spar- 
kleton to see, and retain my note to you ! 
What a figure should I cut in the transac- 
tion! A cold-hearted world would not 
take into calculation the frenzied warmth 
of my attachment to the loveliest o£ 
women, and prejudices q-re already excited 
against me! And besides, are you pre- 
pared to part with Fitzhauton for ever? 
to resign him altogether to the artfiil and 
pernicious woman who has weaned his 
aflFections from you so completely ?" 
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Certainly Lady Fitzhauton was not 
prepared for this : in reaKty, she still 
loved her wandering lord as much as a 
nature so feebly organized could lov-e. 
Still she kept up a becoming spirit. 

" I don't care for him the least in the 
world — still she shaE never have him, if I 
die for it!" 

" Then, my dearest girl, I recommend 
you to act calmly and reasonably," said 
Deville. "By calmly and reasonably I 
mean, don't let people see that you have 
a human feeling, if possible. Speech may 
have been given to man to hide his 
thoughts, but I doubt very much if it was 
given to woman for that purpose. Your 
presence will be quite suflSlcient, I should 
think : perhaps they may be able to ex« 
plain matters to your satisfaction, espe- 
cially Mrs. Sparkleton — ^for men are apt 
to be dumbfoundered on these occasions. 
. Perhaps there is not much mischief done 
— as yet. I have no doubt that this is 
their first private meeting, and it may be 
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simply an impmdence which -we must 
deplove-and — pardon. You can take your 
rerenge in due season: you can worry 
him nicdy in tixm I We are both wronged 
— ^bitterly wronged — but women of sense 
know bow to payin kind! and if die devo- 
tion of one poor heart— of a heart wronged 
like your own, — if a love, vast indeed, but 
pure as the heavens—" 

^^ But what can I do to find them out ?" 
interrupted Lady Fitzfaaxiton. 

^^ You msMt first promise me to do it 
in a quiet, lady-Uke izi|ua»er,'' responded 
his lOTdship; ^Mrs. Sparkleton thinks 
she wrongs me, no doubt, but I would not 
give her up to shame ! There is nothing 
I hate more than a scene! Besides, the 
world would think I ought to challenge 
him; and thai I eovid no longer visit 
here, and I should lose my only hold on 
hope!*' 

" Well, I promise it— *only tdl me how ?" 

^' Madame Millefleurs is a most reelect- 
able woman/' observed Ub lordah^, 
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nmsingly ; " I haye ascertained that Ac- 
tjordingly, you have only to present your- 
Jidf, as soon after the arrival of Mrs. 
tSfparMetooQ and his lordship as you can 
^ it convenient, inform Madame of 
lyour certain knowledge of their presence 
an her house, and threaten her with im- 
'mediate exposure, unless she introduces 
you instantly to their society — making 
Bmt comprehend that, on those conditions, 
(everything shaU be quietly arranged; and 
J have little doubt she will prudently com- 
•jly . I will call about the same time — acci- 
'dentaEy, to inquire — ^no matter what, — I 
'wiU make myself an errand, and Madame 
Millefienrs will foe additionally alarmed 
% my propinquity, iirto anything which 
joaay prevent an ra:posiire." 

Admirably as this plan was combined, 
I^eviUe had great difficulty hi persuading 
Xttdy fitzhauton to acquiesce in it. But 
rtihe prospect of still retaining her faithless 
mpsoB^ and of being able to visit Mrs. 
£pai!iktetea at the same time with the 
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punishment of her offences, gradually 
reconciled her to its execution. Lady 
Fitzhauton had a good stock of vanity, 
and she could not by any effort bring 
herself to believe that any woman could 
permanently rival her in the affections of 
Fitzhauton. She thought she had only to 
appear, to dispel the illusions raised by the 
artifices of the "infamous creature" who, 
she was sure, must have thrown herself 
almost "at him" before he would even 
think of her! Deville encouraged this 
idea by the most flattering assurances, 
until he had brought her into what he 
considered a safe frame of mind for the 
enterprise. The artful viscount by no 
means desired an explosion which was so 
likely to blacken all in its neighbourhood. 
He had no wish whatever to have Lady 
Fitzhauton cast on his hands, and to 
destroy again that finely-pieced Portland 
vase of a character of his which was 
almost as good as if it had never fallen 
and been broken. Meanwhile, the hour of 
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th6 appointment approached, and it be- 
came necessary to act. We have great 
satbfaction, because we also dislike that 
species of private theatricals which fur- 
nishes scenes for the public, to be able to 
record that, finally, the viscount prevailed 
on Lady Fitzhauton to act according to 
his temperate and judicious advice, rather 
than on the inspiration of her own rash 
and headstrong temper.* 



102 THE Q0LD-W0S8mF£E&S : 



CHAPTEE V; 



Whilst all these storms were brewing or 
bursting in the lo% region she had de- 
serted, Charity Green pursued her blame- 
less way, if not in peace, at least in quiet. 
Punctual as the morning light, she ap- 
peared in her allotted comer of the bazaar; 
aU day reversed the lily's enviable exis^ 
ence, for she both toiled and spun, and 
at night returned to her humble but 
tranquil home, if not happy, not miser- 
able. The consciousness of having done 
what she ought — of having bravely vindi- 
cated the rights of nature and of woman- 
hood — ^the sentiment of freedom and inde- 
pendence, consoled her for every sad 
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lecoUectioB, and aweetened the dry^ crasts 
of poverty to her palftte. 

Ndither co^d Ghacity be sadd to asifiSer 
very greatly, in a pectmktry. saase. The 
beauty of h&t hondiwoiEk ivas a|)f reeiidied 
by some good judges, and her lace waa- 
bought almost aa fast as it was produced^ 
The ladies who bou^t It did what the cosi* 
scientioua maker refused ta do, and gave it« 
value b7 giving it finefereiga desigitadoB^: 
to critieal. Mei^ and ch«mber-iBaad9^ 
Charity seined likely to &!!,. Ib^ d^grees^ 
into a similac state c^. resigned. aad traia^ 
quiL composure to that enjoyed by her 
&iend, Misa IHshnap^ Iwut that she contL-^ 
nued,a£ter a i^rt interml,.to beharasaad 
by the visits of Mr; Bagriiawe; ; ^ 

The retired attorney made his rerafi^ 
pearanoe one day wbes^ least e:qieeted, 
with an emplr;^ envdope in his hand. 
Charity waa exceedingly flattered to hear 
him ask, in. an angry tone,^ why dae had 
not enclosed a ree^pt &r the note he had* 
sent her^ instead of forwwding Ima ai 
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blank cover? She assured him, with 
great earnestness, that she had returned 
the valuable paper in it, having no occa- 
sion for it at the time, and that she 
thanked him just the same as if she had 
accepted the fifty pounds. " So I believe 
you do — not a spark of gratitude in your 
whole composition! Mrs. GuUibull told 
me so several times; but you must not 
think to do me out of botb note and 
thanks! You have kept the money, no 
doubt : confess the truth ! It is numbered 
and stopped at the bank." And he con- 
tinued to tease Charity for some time in 
this vein, until he shifted his groimd, and 
accused her warmly of pride and mgrati- 
tude, in refiising to let him be of any 
service to her. 

After this he began to make it a sort of 
habit to stroll into the bazaar, at least 
once a day, and spend some time in con- 
versation at Mips Dishnap's stall. Charity 
ventured to remonstrate once or twice,, 
but he told her the bazaar was as free ta 
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him as to anybody else, so long as he be- 
haved himself with propriety, and did not 
steal anything. He took it into his head to 
tell her that he was pavins: his addresses to 
. young lady, who liyiy fond of fino 
lacework; and he was always buying 
pieces of her manufacture to present to 
this favoured fair one. Charity at first 
very nigh beheved him, and showed so 
much satisfaction and zeal to oblige her 
unknown customer, that Bagshawe could 
not prevent himself from laughing, and 
so betraying his real puipose, though he 
was vexed at her indifference. After that 
he was obliged to buy what he wanted of 
Miss Bishnap ; Charity would sell him no 
more; but he had a most persevering 
liking for whatever other people did not 
purchase. 

He had contrived, in some way or 
another, to gain very rapidly on the lattier 
lady's good opinion. Like most converts, 
Miss Dishnap was benevolently anxious 
to bring others into the same saving pal© 
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of beGef she had hersetf wandeied: into; 
and Bagsha^vte managed to persuade her 
that he was' ^^open to conviction." £Ee 
listeiied -with great respect ta her opiniooB 
on rdigions subjects^ and decbtred that 
he had; been brought up. in so lax a set of 
doctrines^ that the ground for any new 
edifice might be considered as perfectly 
dear in his con;7ictions. Gradually he 
induced her to* allow him to accompany 
her and her yotmg acolyte to their place 
of devotion. He professed himself pleased 
audi edified by aU he heard and sair there»^ 
and bought; splendid nusaal &r his o^ 
use, ivhioh he. prefvaikd on Miss Diabnap 
to tet him. exchange with hers, a much 
inferior one. And. thus be won so fiurii 
npon the este^n of her Mend, that Charity 
began to dread in her a dangerous ally^ to 
pretendons which shescmiehow or another 
Mt herself not so^ nmnh indined tot dian 
courage as fixrmerly, yet she thou^t waa 
a. wroQBg ta tiie' auitor* hJTMelf to ent 
cotirage. 
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TJie iiuxmstaiu^ and UBk^^ 
^BBib hfyoi had leSi woonds too deep in 
.€haa*k|7'si SQul to ba readily healed; aod 
the more she ym& conTinoed o£ the sku 
jQeml^ Btskd deTotionof her new lover^ the 
more' it paiiied her. tO;&el unable to return 
lik.aflfectioB,aBd tebecompdled con»taa% 
tov repel ks maxufestations. Meauwhilis} 
Bagshawe took care to keep her well ins* 
finsmed as to the progress of Midas^ iu; his 

aeemizig, was most prospenma. And 
Charity's heart was torn to its' depths^ 
but, like the Indian at the stake^ she gav« 
no outward ^o£ anguish. Shacameat 
last to w^ ithat. the event was ^ (»rer, tibe 
^ag ooBsumnmted, so. tedioudjr did. it 
irk her soul jn; its prcffresa. 

(k^ whm a nmnmimB ineidsot <i 
curred to diversiiy hsx' daily^ rouadi of 
existenoeu She was one: day burned;, as 
usual, in her stall, ne«iy concealed— as 
Mr. BisgE^^iv^ delighted to tell her — like 
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a spider, among her exquisite looms, when 
a lady entered the bazaar, whose appear- 
ance attracted very general attention £ix)m 
its elegance, and the peculiar gracefulness 
of her manner of walking. She had a 
little nosegay of rare and most beautiful 
flowers in her hand, so that altogether 
Charity had little difficulty in recognising 
the honourable Mrs. Sparkleton. She 
shrunk from the sight, and endeavoured 
as much as possible to shun any danger 
of being recognised in turn, by bending 
over her work until she was scarcely to 
be seen at all. 

Nevertheless a kind of fisiscination com- 
pelled her to keep up a degree of observa- 
tion, almost without the use of her eyes, on 
all Mrs. Sparkleton did. Once or twice she 
passed so near to Charity's stall that the lat- 
ter coloured and turned pale with appre- 
hension of being discovered, perhapstreated 
with contempt ; but she felt that she could 
as little endure to be treated with kind- 
ness as with neglect by Mrs. Sparkleton. 



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 109 

Her modest nature, indeed, suggested to 
Charity, that she might have entirely 
slipped out of the lady's memory ; but she 
dared not run any risk to the contrary. 

We know not how she managed it; but, 
in the course of this furtive espial. Charity 
imagined she discerned marks of much 
agitation and irresolution beneath all her 
beautiful rival's usual serenity of elegance. 
She looked at things apparently without 
seeing them — inquired the prices of arti- 
cles which she evidently had no desire to 
know — ^for what could Mrs. Sparkletbn 
want with a skipping-rope and a speaking 
doll? She walked mote rapidly than her 
wont, for her walk was in general a swan- 
like, swimming movement, so unruffled 
was the calm of its grace ! Charity was 
forming a theory in her own mind to 
account for this. Is she won by the 
wealth of Midas, thought she, and yet re- 
peUed by his cruel, ha*d nature-for Mrs. 
Sparkleton is not cruel, nor hard by na- 
ture, herself ? Do these thoughts make a 
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itruggle in her mind? And yvMle mns- 
ing ^er Ihis p«Alem, and keeping ihe 
4ct:n,y»teri<^;,e^Jling 
her head, Gbjaxiby -wns startled fram her 
dreamy tsoghalion by ilie abrupt appa- 
mtion of Lord Fitzhanton, who entered the 
faazsaar, and seemed to join Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, a£ if by appointment. 

Charity "was shocked at this— sh& 
seavccOLy well knew why-*-^he thou^xt die 
eoold |>ercerve there was something mi- 
usual, besides the mfireiCircmnstonce of an 
esndently pre-arranged meeting ^between 
them. Mrs. Sparkletcm's complexion mul- 
AesHy flushed bb deepLy as tibe hues of the 
rich flowers she canied; and Lord Fitz- 
houton's countenanee and eyes were fit 
up like a young vulture's when he dis* 
Gems his prey. Charily saw that at first 
Mrs. ^8parkieton seemed to refiiseitakang 
his arm, and that he seized her hand axid 
linked it in his own with a degree of 
idolenee. As df to smM attention, Mrs. 
Sfrnkteton iappeaced then to aseaiime hst 
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prouijexiade in ike bazaar; but einLdently 
tiie pair weue qmte abiorbed in coiwerfia- 
tkm, .and noticed little hat tiiemselyeB m 
the place. 

Once or twice the^ disappeared imiong 
the mflflses of glittering >mres, and Charity 
imagined they were gone — ^but whither^ 
or wherefotre, she dreaded to conjecture. 
Why this private imd special meeting? — 
Much as she feaoed to be recognised, 
Charity Mt it a Telief vrhn&n^ on one of 
these occasions, isfae suddenly beard the 
voice ^f Lord Fibahauton dose behind the 
stall at wbich shje sat. 

We have xoentionQd that Miss Ed^- 
nap's stall, Hke the rest of ber appurte* 
nances, was a retired axtd almost secluded 
me — ^not uxHUUted thenefcire as a halt^ 
ing place for s» private coB&bdiation. 
Miss Dishnap wbb absent coat some bwd- 
ness, and Cbaxsty had .cowiered out of 
i^t like a immsxxkosxg the &m. Tbe 
conversationists had therefiiBe no season 
todrcadlartaBerB; 'andofirttt]%, atthough 
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they spoke iu low tones, they had no 
reason to desire them for the subject- 
matter of their talk. Against her will — 
at first through thnidity, and then from 
surprise and anxiety to know the worst- 
Charity Green remained an unseen audi- 
tor. 

She. heard Mrs. Sparkleton declare — 
but in irresolute, tremulous tones — 
that she had altered her mind — ^that she 
would not meet Lord Fitzhauton at 
Madame Millefleurs' under any pretext; 
that if he sincerely desired to be of service 
to her in a momentary exigency, he could 
go and discharge the '^impertinent crea- 
ture's" demands alone. What need was 
there of her presence ? She fully admitted 
the items of the amount— that is to say, 
she had no doubt it was quite correct, 
though she had not yet had time to run it 
over. Besides, she kept no memorandums 
about such trash as one's dress ; so it was 
no use if she had. 

To all which Lord Fitzhauton replied, 
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in an earnest and passionate manner, 
which seemed not a little superfluous on 
such a point. He pleaded her promise; 
he upbraided her with changeableness ; 
he declared that it would look quite ab- 
surd in a man inspecting such accounts. 
Moreover, it was she who was to pay, and 
not he: he only wanted to witness the 
transaction for her, and to make certain 
that Madapie Millefleurs behaved to her 
with due respect ! 

" But it might be liable to misconstruc- 
tion!" said Mrs. Sparkleton, colouring 
again with almost a country wench's pro- 
fusion of hue, when first honoured with 
the attentions of a redcoat. 

"Quite impossible! — Are you not to 
marry my brother-in-law?— from whom I 
may very naturally and kindly conceal any 
little proof of inconsideration on your part, 
in money matters?' said Lord Fitzhau- 
ton; and they both laughed a little. 

" Well, but — you are yourself so impru- 
dent ! — You will promise not to speak to 

VOL. III. I 
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me on— on a subject "which you know I 
have forbidden you to mention — and which 
I am forbidden to listen to, I believe?" 
replied Mrs. Sparkleton, with a sigh. 

*' I was bom to obey you — and I will, in 
all things," said the young peer, who oea> 
tainly did not hesitate to make promifie& 
^' But, then, you must promise me to look 
leas bewitching! — Dearest Geraldine, I 
will pledge myself only to worahip you in 
my soul and in my eyes ! The severest 
moralist will allow that — at least, let him 
see you, and he will absolve me if he 
blames." 

*^FoUy, foUy!— Well, I wiU go, then, 
if you will promise not to trench on this 
forbidd^ subject," said Mrs. Sparkieton 
— in accents meant to be rebuking and 
severe, but full of melting tones. 

Lord Fitzhauton's rapture, his pledges 
of eternal love and gratitude, were again 
very considerably out of place. Mrs. 
Sparkieton herself perceived it. 

^^ Bo n0t burst into these acclamations^ 



r^»- 
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or we shall be overheard — and people mS. 
wonder to see so much thankfulness dis" 
played for the privUege of paying one 
a bill! — I shall be at MiQefleurs' at half- 
past five — I wish meanwhile you would 
leave me. I do not wish to be seen by 
any one in your company !" 

Charity was oondemned to hear another 
effusion of pas^onate love and gratitude, 
which compeUed even her imiLnt and 
guileless simplidty to concdve ihe moat 
Lrible suspLoJ of ti. nature of the 
interview in contemplation! Terrible to 
her; for Charity, among her innumerable 
old-feshioned notions, had some of ihe 
most antiquated possible on the sacredness 
of the marriage plight, and on female pro- 

Mrs. SparUeton replied with rebuke^ 
but of that tender and gentle Idnd which 
rather encourages than abashes the orators 
of passion. In short, before they parted, 
the conviction was fblly established in 
poor Charity's mind, that her own success* 

i2 
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ful rival was in almost inevitable danger 
of becoming also her cousin, Lady Fitz- 
hauton's guilty one ! 

• To increase her perturbation, Mrs. 
Sparkleton remained, after Lord Fitzhau- 
ton, at her earnest entreaty, had with- 
drawn — ^very likely to establish an alibi. 
She even commenced a survey of the lace- 
work on the stall with the curiosity of an 
amateur. Horrified and confused. Charity 
still kept her visage out of sight, and Mrs. 
Sparkleton had twice inquired the price of 
a fine lace veil, without receiving any reply, 
when luckily Miss Dishnap returned. 

" Miss Green, don^t you hear? — A lady 
is inquiring the price of that veil — ^the 
one with the open roses.'f 

Charity was never very good at acting ; 
yet she managed to give a start on this 
occasion, as if her attention was roused 
for the first time ; and, rising with some 
paurmured apology about a cold, she 
named a price which rather surprised 
Miss Dishnap. ^ 
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" Ten guineas !" she whispered ; " why, 
you only asked five yesterday!" 

Mrs. Sparkletbn also seemed a little 
surprised ; for she glanced at the vender 
inquiringly. The innocent Charity trem- 
bled and blushed scarlet beneath the 
observation of her by no means equally 
innocent rival — more ashamed, perhaps, 
of her involuntary detection than the par- 
ties themselves would have been, but for 
fear of consequences. Nevertheless, even 
Charity was surprised at the haughtiness 
of superiority with which the aristocratic 
customer examined the plebeian shop-girl, 
apparently struck by some recollection of 
her features. 

" Ten guineas is a great deal for such a 
thing as that, though it is pretty !— But 
have I not seen you before — I cannot 
remember where ?" said Mrs. Sparkleton, 
at last, in her most condescending and 
mellifluous tones. 

" She is mostly here, ma'am, and per- 
haps j;ou may have seen her before, or 
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been a purcbaser. Miss Green's custo- 
mers are sure to come back," replied Miss 
Disimap, observing that Charity Tiribly 
hesitated. 

" Miss Green ! — Green — Green ? — Can 
itreaUybe? I nrnst surely be nustaken ! 
— Have you a sister, or any relation called 
Patience, I believe, that lives with a lady 
of the name of GuUibull, at Putney?" 

" My name is Charity — but I have left 
Mrs. Gullibull's some time !" Mtered the 
young girl. 

"Indeed!— Why, I thought you were 
a niece, or some relation of that sort!" 
observed Mrs. SparUeton, with evident 
siu^rise and some trepidation. " Do you 
remember me? — And how strange it is 
that Lord Fitzhauton — I accidentally met 
his lordship as I was making some pur- 
chases in the bazaar — should not have 
known of your being here?' 

" Miss Green is not at present on very 
good terms with her relations, madam," 
said Miss Dishnap. 
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*' Ahl that is the reason- why you did 
not speak! — or were you not in the stall?' 
returned Mrs. Sparkleton, with very con- 
siderable anxiety. " You heard his lord* 
ahip's voice, did you not ?^ 

Charity felt excessively conftised'-*-<9l* 
most diz2sy. But the kindness and timi* 
dity of her character would not suffer her 
tp inflict any pain on others which she 
cduld possibly prevent. She replied, in a 
qaivering tone — " I heard a voice, but I 
did not like to look round, becaui^ the 
whole family have discarded me on ao^ 
coant — on account'^-because the son and 
I-«*-because Mr. Midas and I disagreed.'' 

" I will see you reconciled some day~I 
am told I have some influence there," said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, playfiilly-^but with con« 
soderable anxiety. "Yet we spoke in 
whispers— we hardly spoke above our 
b(ceath," she thought,-*--"and this girl seom» 
haif deaf — and very simple, almoifc ta 
stopidity. Besides, she oould only coor 
ciude, if she heard anjrthing, t)iat we were 
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discussing some matter of business — and 
she is at variance with all that set." 

Nevertheless, it occurred to her that it 
would be as well to conciliate the goodwill 
of the young lacew(»nan« It would be 
amusing also to wear a veil which she 
could teU every one was bought by her in 
a bazaar, of Lady Fitzhauton's cousin. 

' ^^ I remember you asked me something 
about the value of lace at Mrs. Gulli- 
bull's," she said in the sweetest tones of 
her winning voice. ^^ I had no idea that 
you had any dispute with the fetmily at 
the time ; but I really do not think the 
kce dear at ten guineas. Send it to my 
house this evening, if you {dease; and I 
shall be very happy if you will also make 
me a blonde lace veil, three times as long^ 
with lilies and myrtle in the pattern, for 
a wedding I am to be at, very shortly." 

Charity bowed with peculiar stiffiiess, 
and mechanically to<^ out her little pocket- 
book, — which was her whole machineiy 
of bookkeeping, — as if to enter the order. 
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But her hand trembled so, that she feared 
to attempt pencilling the words. Luckily 
Miss Dishnap mistook the cause of her 
hesitation. 

" What name and address, madam?'* 
" Mrs. Sparkleton — the Honourable 

Mrs. Sparkleton, — Street, Belgrave- 

square," replied the lady, delighted to find 
she was forgotten; and with an affable 
smile arid nod she took her departure. 

Goethe likens the tremendous office 
imposed on the kindly and inactive nature 
of Hamlet, to an oak planted in a flower- 
pot, which it spUts and rends in the 
growth. A bad comparison with regard 
to the vasty mind of the philosophic prince, 
but a good illustration of poor Charity^s 
—with such a secret as the one she had 
unwillingly acquired at work within it. 
Miss Dishnap — ^herself given to long re- 
veries — wondered at the profound thought 
in which she continued buried for a con- 
siderable time after Mrs. Sparkleton's dis- 
appearance. Her features also were 
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agitated, and, at timesi teais strained 
through the lids which vainly endeavoured 
to suppress them. At first, Miss Bishnap 
imagined that the apparition of the fine 
lady whom she had known in her nncle's 
house had forced upon her more pamfnlly 
than usual the change in h^ circum- 
stances* But at last she remembered that 
Mr. Midas Gullibull's new intended waa 
called Sparkleton, and thought she could 
aooonnt for the disturbance visible in her 
young fiiend's demeanour. Still she was 
too delicate to make any observation. 

By and l^ Charity began to growmore 
composed; the drops ceased to distil from 
her eyes; and some feeling of an unwont* 
ediy earnest and resolved character im- 
pressed itself upon her countenance. Miss 
Dishnap sUently bemused what it could 
be; and she w^s altogether unprepared 
for what — ^with all her partiality — she 
could not hdp considering a display of 
meanness of spirit, whai Charily suddmly 
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rose, and said she felt tired of work, and 
would take the veil home before tea. 

" But you have had no dinner yet, and 
it is four o'clock!" said Miss Dishnap, 
glancing at the great dial of the bazaar. 
"And you really intend to take Mrs. 
Sparkleton's money, though that fellow, 
Midas——" 

" She has bought the veil, and has a 
right to it; and I have such a dreadful 
headache, I cannot eat; or work," replied 
Charitjr; aad hastily axranging the lace in 
a. parcel, and putting on her bonnet and 
shawl, she made her way f5pom the bazaar 
into the street. 
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CHAPTER VL 

We have often been obliged indirectly to 
apologise to people who know the world 
for Miss Green's singular demeanour in it. 
But how shall we excuse the ridiculous 
romance of the project which had now 
taken possession of her ideas, or even make 
a reader of sense believe in the probability 
of so foolish a piece of generosity as she 
was about to perpetrate ? What revenge 
more complete could any woman have de- 
sired oA a faithless lover than that which 
apparently awaited Midas Gullibull? — on 
a rival, than that which she should have it 
in her power to inflict on Mrs. Sparkleton ! 
— on a whole family which had treated her 
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with such neglect and contumely, than to 
permit the disgrace and anguish pretty 
certain to follow to all the parties involved 
in the guilty intrigue she should h^ve it 
in her power to divulge ? 

Yet Charity Green was now taking her 
deliberate way — not to Mrs. Sparkleton^s 
house — ^but to Madame MiUefleurs', deter-* 
mined to use the lace veil as a pretext for 
an interview with the former lady, in 
which she might confess what she had 
overheard, and exhort her to shun the 
dangerous interview projected, under ,a 
solemn promise of secrecy in case she re- 
linquished all future correspondence with 
the young nobleman, her cousin's husband. 
She had little doubt that Mrs. Sparkleton 
would then, at once, either resolve to quit 
the scene of her danger, or marry Midas ; 
in whose guardian care there was little 
fear that she could go astray, or that much 
intercourse would continue with the Fitz- 
hautons. . At all events a. great sin would 
be prevented, in Charity's unfashionable 
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apprehenfiion; and her tedious sacrifice 
might at length be consummated. 

Charity conducted herself in the affair 
^nih a coolness and resolution which she 
did not often display in others of more 
directly personal moment ; she took up her 
station with herpaxcdinadoorway which 
commanded the £ront of Madame Mille- 
fleurs' house, and waited until she saw 
Mrs. Sparkleton's carriage drive up. Her 
heart, it is true, a little failed her when 
she beheld her splendid rival alight, ex- 
quisitely dressed, enter the house, and 
order her vehicle to return, as she said she 
meant to walk home through the Paik. 
Charity gave her only just time to mount 
l^e stairs, when she followed, and rung 
the bell at the just-dosed door. 

A porter, full as proud as the " proud 
portSr*' of the dolorous ballad of the Lord 
Bateman, opened it. He regarded Charity 
with a nose turned up by nature, but stiU 
&rther elevated by a supercilious leer, and 
inquired her business. She was told, she 
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said, to bring a veil to the lady who had 
just entered, and desired to be allowed to 
follow her up stairs. The. proud port^ 
stared at herrather incredulously, motioned 
to a hall chair, whispered something up a 
pipe, and resumed his own seat in wicker 
sedan, and a morning journal which he had 
just laid down. 

Charity had hopes that Lord Fitzhauton 
had not yet arrived; and beiug no great 
proficient in intrigue, she was also im- 
pressed with the innocent conviction that 
he would be sure to enter at the front 
door, where she sate sentry. Neverthe- 
less, she felt the value of every instant of 
time, and was fretted with the most 
anxious desire to obtain admittance to 
Mrs. Sparkleton ; and, after waiting about 
ten minutes in the utmost impatience, she 
renewed her request to the porter, and de- 
clared that she must see the lady imme- 
diately. 

" Must is for the king, or the queen, I 
should say ; and you anH quite everything 
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yourself, I suppose?" said the porter, with 
mocking gravity. " If your business is 
w hot, you must wait till it cools ; at all 
events, I can't give an answer till I get 
one." And he resumed, with much relish, 
the perusal of a leading article, conunent- 
ing with great severity on the foreign 
policy of the moment, in which, it seemed, 
he falsified the general complaint of jour- 
nalists, and took great interest. 

Twenty minutes elapsed, and then 
Charity's anxiety could no longer be con- 
trolled. She remembered to have heard 
or read of the efficacy of a peculiar oint- 
ment applied to the palms of servitors, of 
high and low degree alike, and trembling 
lest it should be considered an insult by 
the grandly liveried fiinctionary, she put 
a half-crown into his hand^ and begged so 
earnestly he would procure her admit- 
tance to the lady, that he was surprised. 

" Who is she? If she hasn't got the 
goods, you needn't be afcaid ! And if she 
has, and is one of our customers, she is 
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sure not to be a bilk — k regular one, at 
least, young woman," he saidj accepting 
the half-crown with the dignity of a minis-' 
ter receiving on a treasury^warrant. 

" No, I don't think that at all! I don't 
think I'm to be cheated. It is the Honour- 
able Mrs. Sparkleton ; but I micst see her 
about — about another piece of lace — im- 
mediately.'^ 

" Oh, if it's her — I don't wonder you 
would like ready money. Between you 
and me and the wall. Miss, most people 
would rather have her money than her 
note, and as you seem a sensible young 
woman — " he moved again to his pipe of 
communication, and called the message 
louder up it — "A young woman with some 
lace had been ordered to call and see the 
Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton immediately." 
Then listening for a brief pause, he turned, 
and with a bland smile repeated the reply. 
" Mrs. Sparkleton is not in the Magazin, 
and is not at all expected to-day.'' 

" But she must be — ^I saw her myself 

VOL. llh K 
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go ID," siaid Charity, with vehemence. 
^^ She is in the house, and I must and I 
will see her." 

" h there anything up? It an't shop* 
lifting, is it?" exclaimed the porter, in 
astonishment. 

" Mrs. Sparkleton — steal !" said Charity^ 
half bewildered, *' But perhaps they 
think she don't want to see me. Say that 
I wias to come hy appointment^ — say that I 
hnow she is here ! — say anything, so that I 
may g.et to see her." 

This second message duly transmitted 
up thq leaden telegraph, produced the per* 
sonal descent of a messenger from the 
upper regions, in the shape of a young 
French girl, who seemed glad of any pre- 
tence to descend, she tripped down so 
cheerfully. " Madame desires to inform 
la jeune per Sonne dat she is a mistake. Dere 
is no Madame Spark — Spark — I cannot 
spik de word. Nobody of de name at all 
ever come here." And with a smile and 
a curtsy she was about to trip up again, 
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after the delivery of this dear notification, 
when Charity exclaimed— " Let me see 
Ijladame Millefleurs herself then. I insist 
upon it ! Tell her that I will else expose 
— say, I must see Mrs. Sparkleton, op it 
•will be the worse for you all 1" 

" Goodness! — ^these fine ladies have 
taken to prigging in style now-a-days ! It 
may be worth all our whiles to hold our 
tongues— 111 go up myself and deliver the 
message," said the porter, aghast, but not 
insensible to the views of interest opened, 
" What is the name of the shop? — What 
has she prigged ?" 

^' Let me see Madame Millefleurs, that 
is all," replied Charity; and the proud 
porter, laying aside tlie stately stiffiiess of 
his customary manner, rushed up the 
stairs. The young French girl instantly 
began a babble about the weather, and the 
park, and the new fashions from Paris, in 
broken English, to entertain her visitor 
But Charity took no manner of notice of 
what she said, and the porter returned so 

k2 
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fast, that there was no occasion to feign 
much. Permission was given to the 
strange young woman to go up stairs. 
:" But mind what you say," he observed; 
" There's a gentleman there, and Madame 
looked vexed because I mentioned the 
lady's name before him." 

The French milliner guided Charity up- 
stairs, into one of the rooms of the first 
great suite in which Madame Millefleurs 
displayed her manufiactures* An ele* 
gantly carpeted drawing-room, furnished 
a la Louis Quatorze, in a rich and profusely 
gilded style, was the apartment into wHch 
Charity was ushered. It was here that 
Madame Millefleurs stored her treasures 
of costumes and authorities for fancy balls, 
which were, at that time, the vogue. And 
tere Charity found the great Modiste 
engaged in a pleasant chit-chat on the 
subject of some fancy dresses which some 
ladies " had done him the honour to re- 
quest him to choose for them," with no 
Jess refined and tasteful a personage thap 
— ^Viscount Deville. 
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His lordship's rank and business w6re 
of themselves the most powerful recom^ 
mendations to favour with the marchand& 
de modes. But, in addition, he was a noble-; 
inan of so insinuating an address, seemed 
to have so little of the English aristocratic 
morgue, spoke "French of Paris" so 
fluently, was so thoroughly well acquainted 
mth aU the sayinga and doings, and re. 
markabilities of that capital, that Madame 
Millefleurs was in positive ecstasies with 
hta. HeMalreadyspentacon.iderable 
time at his task, and meant to spend a 
good deal longer, when Charity Green was 
ushered in. 

Charity instantly recollected the name 
and rank of the personage before her, and 
hep embarrassment increased, until she 
perceived,— or thought she perceived.-*^ 
that he did not recognise her in turn. 
Perhaps his lordship had forgotten her; 
but whether he had or not, he was equally 
certain not to recognise her, even with his 
eyes, until he had satisfied himself that it 
would be convenient to do so. 
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" What is dat you say? I tell youdere 
is no Madame Sparkleton here ! She was 
once buy of me, but not now. You are 
importune. I sell my denteUes myself* 
Why do you bring wood to de forest?" 
said Madame MUlefleurs, eyeing the appli* 
cant with extreme anxiety. 

^ I know Mrs. Sparkleton is in your 
house, ma'am, I saw her come in with my 
own eyes, — and I must speak with her, to 
prevent — I want to speak to her on the 
most important and urgent business !" re^ 
turned Charity Green, very firmly. 

*' Mrs. Sparkleton !" repeated his lord- 
ship. " I was not quite certain when I 
heard the name a few moments ago. It 
is a lady who, I am proud to say, is a 
most particular friend of mine. My name 
is Deville — ^Viscount DeviUe, — and if the 
young woman is charged with any parcel 
for Mrs. Sparkleton, she may confide it 
without scruple." 

*' Entendez-vous? his lordship is your 
amtionP^ said Madame Millefleurs, with a 
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wave of the hand, signifying that the case 
was dismissed. 

" No; I must see Mrs. Sparkleton her- 
self — ^I must, and I will!" returned the 
applicant. 

" Is she ^ervelee? Is shfe out of her 
scentses ?" exclaimed Madame Millefleurs* 
'' Allez-vous-en — go dis moment— or I 
send for a police that take you to prison." 

"It will be better for you not, — ^better for 
every one. Only let me see Mrs. Sparkle* 
ton for an instant, — let me save her ; let me 
speak to you, Madame Millefleurs, only one 
moment, by yourself!" implored Charity, 
so passionately, that Madame Millefleurs 
was very much alarmed, and the viscount 
was also struck with an apprehension that 
some foil to his scheme was in preparation. 

" I should certainly recommend you, 
Madame, — ^this young person seem3 very 
extraordinarily excited — ^I should cer- 
tainly not recommend you to introduce her 
to an interview^ even if Mrs. Sparkleton 
should accidentally be in the house," he 
said. 
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' " But she is not, I assure — on my 
honneur!" replied Madame Millefleurs, 
with vehemence. 

*' I know no reason why she should not 
he. What could be more simple than that 
a lady should be at her milliner's?" replied 
his lordship. " But from the excited man- 
ner of this young woman — and I have 
some indistinct recollection to have seen 
her in a family, for the amiable heir of 
which she may possibly have formed some 
attachment — ^and I am but too well aware 
that he is an aspirant to Mrs. Sparkleton's 
notice, — it might not be altogether expe- 
dient to admit her to the interview she so 
peremptorily demands." 

" You hear ! Leave my house imme*" 
diately, or I give you into keep of de 
police for a nuisance^ to take care of;" 
said Madame Millefleurs, with violence, 
finding herself so efficiently supported. 

** Then you will cause her ruin, and the 
f uin of a whole family, and the destruc- 
tion of their souls, perhaps ! Don't be so 
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wicked, Madame!'' exclaimed Charity, 
" I cannot explain my meaning before this 
gentleman; but do let me speak to you 
alone, Madame.'^ 

• ^' What is the meaning of this, Madame 
Millefleurs? This does seem a little sin- 
gular," said the viscount, modulating his 
voice to a very strong expression of sus- 
picion* *' Excuse me, Madame, but I have 
relations with Mrs. Sparkleton, which per- 
haps authorise me to defnand an explana-*^ 
tion of these words," 

" What explication, when she is mad ? 
Send for a gendarme — ^I will give her into 
custody, if she goes not this moment," 
said the marchande^ stamping on the 
ground with rage. " Robert 1 Robertl some 
one go for a gendarme." 

Charity was greatly alarmed at this 
menace. The dreadful idea of being 
dragged along the streets as a malefactor, 
to a station-house, was alone sufficient to 
strike her with dismay. And she felt, 
moreover, that she could offer no excuse 
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for her extraordinary conduct, but what 
would defeat its purpose, or seem like a 
libellous exaggeration of h^ offence. But 
a thought occurred to her, and we aknost 
wonder how it did, to endeavour, in an in* 
direct manner, to excite the apprehensions 
of Madame Millefleurs. 

" Let me see Lord Fitzhauton, then- 
Mr. Gullibull's brother-in-law — ^I know he 
is here," she exclaimed; and in reality 
Madame MiUefleurs was thrown into a 
state of indescribaMe agitation bjr the 
words. 

"Lord Fitzhauton here! — It is one 
great — one great — ^what you call un cha* 
'pmm faux — a felse hood ! What for his 
lordsheep comie to my house? Suis-je'per^ 
Sonne de la sorte? I will not be insult — 
chez moi — ^in my own house. Robert F 
and she bawled with all the force of her 
sharp-edged Parisian voice down the 
pipe. " Robert^ — come and rid me of dis 
isriatare infame qui veut dishonnerer ta 
maitresse r 
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The proud porter would no doubt have 
responded with zeal to the summons,— 
Lord Deville had just got into the middle 
of a suggestion, that perhaps his lordship 
had arranged to meet Lady Fitzhauton at 
Madame Millefleurs' establishment — ^when 
a thundering knock shook the house, and 
announced an arrival of importance. " Ah, 
she wishes to make me infant I -to show 
policemen in my house* Who is dis?—- 
Let her wait tiU I spe^k with Madame 
Bat-tat-tat-tat ! But no, non, — Bobert^ — I 
am abroad ;" but almost as this order was 
telegraphed, Madame Bat-tat-tat-tat en- 
tered the presence which she was to be 
denied, having rushed past the porter and 
flown up the stairs, in the space occupied 
to prohibH her admission. 

The consternation of Charity Green was 
perhaps not much less than that of 
Madame Millefleurs herself, when she re* 
cognised the infuriated countenance of 
Lady Fitzhauton, who was undoubtedly 
out of what little reason she ever pos- 
sessed, with passion ! 
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SEe took no notice apparently of any 
one present but Madame Millefleurs, to 
whom she exclaimed, in tones that quivered 
with rage, " Where is Mrs. Sparkleton \ — 
where is my husband, you vUe woman, 
you ! Show me where they are, or I will 
~I wiU caJl in the police! I will have 
them up before the Lord Mayor ! Let me 
see them this moment, you wretch, you t 
i— you wicked Frenchwoman! — you dis* 
graceful creature, you! You deserve to 
be indicted, and you shall be, for harbour* 
ing such monsters!" 

• Madame Millefleurs' better judgment 
and self-possession almost deserted her in 
this dreadfdl exigency ; for, coupling thd 
apparition of the jealous wife with that of 
Charity Green, she had little doubt that 
the interview between Lord Fitzhauton 
and Mrs. Sparkleton, under her roof, was 
discovered, and viewed in a very unplea- 
sant light. But her genius only deserted 
her for a moment. " Ah, miladi ! — what 
for tant de colore ? They scrutinise my 
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accounts together in the Salon de CoifFiire I 
— milor pay me; and they demand of 
me, — ^Do not mention it, because Ma* 
dame wishes no one to know she is forced 
to borrow of milor !' " 

** Show me to them — I'll account with 
them !" returned Lady Fitzhauton, 

" I strongly advise you, Madame, to let 
Jier ladyship witness, with her own eyes, 
the perfectly harmless nature of this in^ 
terview," said Deville, in his calm, mock* 
ing tones. 

" Dis young persanne can witness I Ahy 
miss, do you not bring lace to show to 
Madame Spark at dis moment?-' said the 
modiste, turning with a very altered 
visage, to Charity Green. 

^' To save her, as you said, from ruin 
and degradation?" chimed in the viscount* 

' ' She ! — ^who are you, woman ? — Charity 
Green!" exclaimed Lady Fitzhauton, in 
extreme surprise. "Why, you told me 
yourself about them ! You told me they 
meant to behave to me as they have done 
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'. — ^to cheat me, to make a fool of me! 
And I know what you want now with 
your false evidence in her favour ! You 
want her to marry Midas, that you may 
bring your a<.tion against him! But I 
know the Salon de Coiffiire, — I'll find 
them, if they kill me !" 

And Lady Fitzhauton flew out of the 
room in a delirium of rage, which gave 
every reason to apprehend the worst con- 
sequences, if not to herself^ fipom herself. 
Madame Millefleurs stood petrified ; Lord 
Deville did not offer to move ; and only 
Charity Green darted out after the furious 
wife, to endeavour to prevent the tragical 
consequences which might weU be appre- 
hendcd. But she only reached the bottom 
of the stairs, down which Lady Fitzhau- 
ton had rushed, with, apparently, a good 
knowledge of the topography of the house, 
at the instant when her ladyship dashed 
open the door of the Salon de Coiffure ; and 
there, indeed, at a central table of many^ 
all covered with bonnets and caps, and 
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artificial flowei^ innuiaerable, sate Mrs. 
Sparkleton — the books of the firm open 
before her, and her own very long ao- 
<x>imts scattered over the board. And that 
would have been all very well, only Lord 
Fitzhauton was kneeling quite closely at 
her feet, with both her hands clasped in 
his— one of his arms around her waist— 
and pouring forth some wild rhapsody? 
intermingled with still wilder kisses, to 
which Mrs. Sparkleton, who was weeping 
profusely, seemed to have resigned her- 
self I Lady Fitzhauton had the pleasure 
to catch the following words, for the ac- 
countants were too much absorbed to 
notice her entry at the first moment, 
violent as it was: — "Nay, you cannot, 
you shall not, any longer deny that you 
love me ! Love dimples all your smiles — 
sparkles in your eyes — ^waves in your 
tresses — makes all your movements music 
— ^makes an atmosphere of ros^s wherever 
you are! Only say it,— only confess it, 
— say, ' Chaiies, I love you !' " 
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. *'Yes, Charles, I do love you! But 
leave me ; you will destroy me I Do you 
not love me too ? It is all I ask ! — love 
me better than all the world ?" 

"A million, million times! I would 
say so before the universe with pride; 
and '' 

" Will you say so before me, you wicked^ 
wicked wretch! you traitor! you vile 
man !" said a voice, half inarticulate with 
passion; and a form appeared, infinitdy 
little expected, and infinitely less desired^ 
at this moment. As was but polite, both 
parties arose to receive the visitor, but 
with an instantaneous start, and a fixity 
of position and lodk, wh«i they had risen, 
not usually remarked in good society* 
We really do not think that Mrs. SparHe^ 
ton's bust of fine Carrara marble, which 
her enamoured spouse caused to be exe* 
cuted, looked much whiter or more rigid 
than herself on this memorable occasion^ 
which she would by no means have 
selected to sit for her likeness in. 
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Something vulgar would have followed ; 
— ^yes, Lady Fitzhauton, without any man- 
ner of doubt, would have flown at Mrs. 
Sparkleton; she would have scratched her, 
torn her bonnet, and, in fact, bemauled her 
— as if she had not been the Honourable 
Mrs. Sparkleton — as if she herself had not 
been the Right Honourable Lady Fitzhau- 
ton — ^but simply a jealous woman and her 
rival, in that inferior class of society which 
takes its name from the merchandise it 
sells, which merchandise is fish. Some- 
thing vulgar would most decidedly have 
happened, on one side at least ; for Mrs. 
Sparkleton might be considered as hors de 
combat in one sense, with terror and sur- 
prise-if Lord Fitzhauton had not re- 
covered his self-possession in time to rush 
between the belligerents — ^this attacking 
England, and this defenceless Greece! 
He managed to catch Lady Fitzhauton 
in his arms in her onward rush, and to 
hold her. "My dear Lady Fitzhauton, 
listen to reason! What is the matter? 

VOL. III. L 
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We are only lookiiig over some long ac- 
coontB, which ^" 

" Yesg from the time you were in Paris, 
from the time you were in Paris! Let 
mego! P^)a! — Mamma 1 — LordDeville! 
— ^Let me go !" shrieked Lady Fitzhaixton. 

^^ My dearest, I do assure you, on my 
honour as a gentleman " 

" 0, madame,believe me — on my hormeurj 
you may believe me, — ^I am most respect- 
able r said Madame MiUefleurB, who had 
now rushed in. 

" I will believe nobody. I will believe 
my own eyes and my own ears ! I will 
kiUher!" 

/^Mrs. Sparideton, make your escape, 
pray; leave me to essi^lain matters, or this 
violait woman will be at you !" said Fitz- 
hauton, excessively agitated, and obliged 
to exert all hdg rtrength to restrain his 
wife's fuiy. 

"Oh, yes, yes; let there be no fracas 
in my hou8e*-no eovtbatr implored 
Madame MxUfiAeocBb 



I.I l.«lO«»l 
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^'Lady Fi^zhauton, in the name of 
leaden! . . ." faltered Mrs. SparkletoB^ 
"Do not condemn me because, appear- 
flziees. ... It was imprudent indeed to 
iorrow money of your husband— but my 
railway speculations — I can make it clearly 
appear — it was necessary to explain for 
what reasons '' 

" You had better go, Geraldine !" inter- 
rupted Lord Fitzhauton. "This mad 
womian never had a particle of reason in 
her quietest moments — and now — I really 
oan't hold her if you don't go !" 

^' I will explain all, the moment Lady 
Fitehauton— — " begaai Mrs. Sparkleton. 

" For God's sake go, nm'am, or she will 
TdU herself in this paroxysm of fury," 
implored Gharity. 

. " No, she will not kill herself — no, she 
will not oblige her husband and friends so 
BmchI" returned Lady Fitzhauton, lAlix 
nosnGal fary« "Don't £mcy it, Mias 
Gmeii! She wiU live to lake her revenge! 
espoee this &ib iady-^this dnke^s 

l2 
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granddaughter — to the scorn of the 
world ! I'll be divorced in the House of 
Lords, and everybody will be sure to read 
that in the papers, — so be sure and take 
in the Morning Post the day after to- 
morrow, Mrs. Sparkleton!" 

"Don't drive them to desperation! — 
Lady Fitzhauton, consider!" said Charity 
Green. "Do go, Mrs. Sparkleton, and 
I'll try and soothe her, and reason with 
her, to forgive you, if j^'ou wiU promise 
never to speak to him again." 

" I will — I do— best of creatures ! I'U 
give you a thousand pounds — anj^hing — 
if you will !" said Mrs. Sparkleton, almost 
out of her senses with fear and confusion ; 
and, finding that there was no hope of 
obtaining a hearing, she complied with 
the very general desire of the company, 
and, with a look of speechless despair and 
entreaty at Lady Fitzhauton, which might 
have moved to mercy any fiiry but that 
of jealousy, clasping her hands, wringing 
them, and bursting into a frenzy of hys- 
teric grief, she made her exit. 
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She believed afterwards — ^her senses 
were so disordered — ^that she was fairly. 
lanatic for some moments, during which 
she thought she distinctly heard the voice 
of Lord Deville as she passed an open door 
in her flight, saying, in an equable and: 
calm tone, to the young French girl who 
had remained in attendance on him — 
" Yes, that oriental garb will admirably 
suit the dark and somewhat Hebrew 
character of the lady Jemima's beauty, 
who wishes to personate the late Sir 
Walter Scott's Rebecca. Her .younger, 
sister will go as the Morning Star; her 

mother " but the rest of the sentence 

was not heard by Mrs. Sparkletoli. 

Meanwhile her escape had added to 
Lady Fitzhauton's exasperation, and she 
burst into such a torrent of positively 
abusive words and epithets at her husband, 
that, culpable as he was, his own naturally 
violent and headstrong spirit was roused 
to equal exasperation. In vain did 
Charity Green and Madame Millefleurs 
endeavour, by interposing all soi'ts of 



150 THE GOLD^WOBftHIPFBES r 

ttrgnmenta and entreaties, to calm tfaeem. 
Husband and idfe Tvere alike deaf tor 
counsel or imploraiik>n; and Fitzhanton^ 
who had at first csodeavoured to appease 
lus consort with a^Iogies and promises, 
now answered her reproaches and threats 
with defiance and scorn. And as soon as* 
he felt assured of Mrs. SparUeton's safety, 
he lost all regard for decency or command 
over his temper; 'and telliag her ladyship 
—entering into the spirit of one of her 
menaces — ^that the sooner she released 
him firom bonds he detested^ by procuring 
a divorce, the better, he flung out of the 
room^ and out of the house. Then, find«* 
ing no object left on which to wreak heir 
wrath, and overcome by the passions thus 
deprived of vent, Lady Fitzhauton fitinted 
away in the arms of Charity Green* 

Madame Millefleurs protesting, in ac»> 
cents of despair, that she was ruined for 
ever — that her rSjmtation was destroyed 
— ^fhat no lady would dare ever again set 
foot in her house— rendered but very littib 
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assistance. Nevertheless Charity znanaged 
to get Lady Fitzhauton to a sofa, where 
she sunk back insensible, and then appHed 
herself to give her all the assistance pos-* 
sible. She knew that Lady Fitzhauton 
always carried a smelling-bottle, and 
sought for it in her pocket; and, while 
rummaging, an unexpected and undesired 
ally appeared in the person of Lord 
Deville. But he set Imnself to work with 
such activity and judgm^, in reviving 
Lady Fitzhauton, that Charity could not 
well express any dissatisfaction. Only, 
when her ladyship revived, die was both 
disgusted and surprised with the pro£d*< 
sion and caressing femiliarity of the vis- 
count's Idnd attentions. 

^^ Thank God, she revives ! her beautiibl 
eyes beam once more upon me ! — Dearest, 
live, if for no other reason than that yoa 
may not kill me too !" he exclaimed, seat- 
ing hunself beside her, and suj^orting her 
with his arm, so that her head rested on. 
his shoulder. ^' Believe me, there is still 
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one heart wholly yours, wholly devoted to 
you I Sweetest, he is unworthy of a single 
one of these precious tears— cease, then, 
to weep, I beseech you !" 

" 0, Lord DeviUe, was ever any person 
treated as I am?" sobbed Lady Fitzhauton. 
" And now, very likely he is gone to run 
away with her I" 

" Not if you wiU take my advice — ^if 
you will recal him to you by moderation, 
by kindness, by forgiveness!" interposed 
Charity. " Only go home, dear Lady Fitz- 
hauton, and send me io him with some 
message of the sort, and I know he will 
return to you very gladly." 

"You are in the conspiracy, too, you 
ungrateful creature, you!" retorted the 
wrongheaded peeress. "And it is hor- 
rible of you, after all we have done for 
you; after feeding, and clothing, and 
sheltering you for I don't know how many 
years, to turn like a serpent and sting 
one cousin, in order that you may rob the 
other ! But Midas shall never marry her ; 
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I will make her iii£a.mous wherever she- 
goes !" 

Charity was silent ; but Madame Mille- 
fleurs made amends. "Ah, of what 
consequence is it to be innocente in this^ 
ctdpable world?" she exclaimed. "It is^ 
all one grande mSprise — for dere is na 
affaire with milor and Madame." 

" You do not know her; you are verj/ 
innocent, Madame MiUefleurs, and judge- 
from the innocence of your own heart," 
replied his lordship, ironically. " You can- 
not tell how deceitful women are, being^ 
one yourself!" 

" To spik so of Madame — so good to all 
the world !" wept Millefleur3. 

" Too good for me, then," said DeviUe,. 
with a bitter smile. 

" Non, milor ! she is no better den she 
should be !" replied the marchande, witb 
zealous vivacity. 

" Ha, ha, your random bolt has, I be- 
lieve, hit the mark," said his lordship, 
with a studied air of gloom, " But I 
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liave a right,. Madame MiUefleura — mark 
you, a right! — to obtain a confirmation 
of the dreadful suapicioxi& which this aceae 
ha& forced upon me I I had soooie reason 
to believe myself an acceptable suitor to 
Mrs. Sparkleton — as all the world is 
aware— and I request to be allowed a few 
minutes private audience with Lady Fitz- 
hauton, to ascertain the reason of her con- 
duct, and decide upon my own." 

" But la jalotme wear always yellow 
spectacles — show all things yeUow! — ^Do 
not look through them^ milor I" entreated 
the modiste. 

"Leave me to form my own conclu- 
sions, or I shall imagine you have some 
culpable collusion in this extraordinary 
affair!" said DeviUe, with vehemence* 
" Leave me to compare notes with. Lord 
Eitzhauton's wife, and no longer torment 
me with your presence !" 

" Come, mademoiselle ! — ^you can bear 
temoignage all was right — andyou will take 
a glass of wine with me ! I render homage 
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ta de integrity of yoar motifs !" exclaimed^ 
Madame MiUefleurs, gracefiiUy offering 
her hand to Charity Green^ as if to escort 
her honourably fix)m the apartment. Bu* 
€harity did not so readily accept the olive 
Inranch. 

"My motives are nay own — I do not 
ask any one to bear witness to their right- 
fulness* But I \vill not leave this lady, 
my cousin, until I see her in some safe 
proteetioix!" she said, mth aa energy and' 
determination of which she did not usually 
exhibit any signs. 

" I am in safe protection ! — Lord De* 
ville will protect me; wUl you not, my 
lord?" said Lady Fitzhauton, with the 
implicit confidence of the sheep in the 
^epherd, who feeds to devour it. 

" With my life, dearest one !" 

" And I am not your cousin at all! I 
told you so when you ^sgraced the family 
by going to that bazaar; and although 
jour mother was mamma's sister, it is 
nadiiflDg to me," said Lady Fitzhauton. 
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** So, go ; for I want nothing with you— 
and I want to speak with Lord Deville, 
that I may know how to bring the 
wretches to punishment." 

" Cousin or none, I declare before 
Heaven and all who hear me, that I will 
not leave you for a single instant until I 
have placed you under your father s care !" 
returned Charity, with surprising firm^ 
ness. " Then, you can hold what confe- 
rence you please with Lord Deville ; but, 
unta then, I AviU not stir an inch from 
your side, and I will scream murder if any 
one attempts to make me !" 

"What is your reason for this very 
singular resolution, madam?" said Lord 
Deville, drawing himself to his full height,^ 
and putting all the terrors of a Scandalumr 
Magnatum into his aristocratic physio- 
gnomy. But the attempt to overawe only 
roused Charity's indignation to a less, 
governable heat. 

" What is my reason ! — Dare you ask 
it, sir, when I have seen you from the 
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very beginning of yout acquaintance doing 
all you possibly could to set Lady Fitz- 
hauton against her husband — with no 
good intention, I am sure, to herself!" 

Lord Deville was considerably struck, 
as weU with the words, as with the un- 
moveable determination which charac- 
terized the look and attitude of Charity 
Green. His lordship's knowledge of man- 
kind was too profound for him not to 
conclude, that now this seemingly soft and 
wavering character had stiffened, like 
water into ice, its impressions, whatever 
they were, would not easily be removed. 

" Yes, this young woman is most de- 
cidedly in the conspiracy against you — 
but she is right, in one sense," he ob- 
served, after a pause. " It may, perhaps, 
be better, my dearest Lady Fitzhauton, 
that our explanation should take place in 
your kind mother's presence. She, at least, 
suspects no ill of me ! I will not even 
hand you to your carriage, lest a breath 
should countenance this unfeeling woman's 
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EBpersions ! But in the afternoon I ynll 
do myself the very grea* honour and hap- 
janess of seeing you at Putney." 

" Yes, for I will never go home again, 
imtil he be^ me on his knees to do so! — 
And I will expose her everywhere this 
very instaait — ^but Miss Green shall not go 
with me!" 

"But I WILL, Lady Fitzhauton! jrou 
dhall not hinder me ! If you wiU not let 
me go home with you, I will take a cab 
a»d follow your carriage untU I see you 
fairly in! What migft people say or 
aJ if yon we,, Wt in L7«« wifl. 

" Helas ! ma reputetion !" sighed Ma- 
dame M31efleurs. " Ko one shall stey in 
it I— leave my house, all de world !" 

Finding at last that Charity was inflex. 
ibly bent on.eeing her couBinsafelyhome, 
Ibe viscount thought it best to seem to 
aid in her purpose ; and, with much per- 
suAsion, he finally prevailed on Lady 
Fltehttotoii, t^iough wxtibi very great re^ 
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luctance, to accept the proposed escort, 
and even to allow Charity a place in her 
carriage. This concession had the usual 
effect on the simple goodness of the lat- 
ter's heart, and made her almost doubt 
whether her suspicions had not wronged 
Lord Deville. The cautious peer even 
refrained, as he had said, from handing 
Lady Fitzhauton to her carriage — into 
which Charity Green followed her in pro- 
found sflence, after witnessing a parting 
which restored her apprehensions to their 
fanest strength. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

DuBiNG a considerable portion of the 
journey, Lady Fitzhauton took no notice 
of her companion, who modestly sat with 
her back to the horses, and as much out 
of her sight as possible, in the opposite 
comer of the vehicle. Her ladyship spent 
the time chiefly in ejaculations against 
" the wretch," and in terrible menaces of 
how she would " do her trick for her" at 
court, so that she should never again dare 
to show her face at a drawing-room — 
never get another invitation to a state- 
ball — ^to the royal theatricals, , or royal 
concerts — or anything respectable of any 
sort, anywhere ! or else she remained in a 
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sullen fit of silence — which was greatly 
preferred by Charity Green, who feared 
the coachman and footman were auditors 
of much that was said. 

At last it occurred to her ladyship to 
inquire by what means Miss Green had 
made one in the recent scene, and how 
she dared pretend to bear witness, as 
Madame Millefleurs had said, to the pro- 
priety of the interview between Lord 
Fitzhauton and " that wretch ?" Charity 
calmly replied, that she had borne no such 
testimony, and thought it was on the con- 
trary a verjr wrong and fooUsh thing for 
them to meet. But, imwilling to enrage 
Lady Fitzhauton farther against her rival, 
she quietly, but resolutely, persisted in 
refusing to say how she happened to be 
in at the detection. 

This refusal obtained her an invitation 
into the GuUibull mansion, which she 
would probably not otherwise have re- 
ceived. " Then I am determined, since 
you have come so far, whether I will or 
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iK)t, that you shaJl go in, and we shall sooa 
see whether you will dare to hide the truth 
from mamma!" 

Charity would &in have declined; ^e 
feared, in the deUcax^y of her s«dimente, 
that it would seem as if she came to enjoy 
the humiliation and dis(X>mfiture of the 
relatives who had treated her sD ilL But 
the obstinacy of Lady Fitzhauton, and ber 
own dislike to exdtiag observation, forced 
her to comply; and, with a throbbing 
heart, she once mbre mounted those 
grandly carpeted stairs to Mrs. Gullibull's 
presence. 

No other personages would have had 
much chance of obtaining admittance to 
it on this day. Mrs. Gullibull was super- 
intending the most ext^sive preparations 
for a ball which she meant to give in cele- 
bration of the first anniversary of her 
daughter's wedding-day. Her drawing- 
Tooms were in the hands of upholsterers, 
who were aigaged in re-gilding the «n»- 
mental cornices, and in fixing some arti- 



OB, THE DATS WE LITE IN. 163 

des of splendid luxury in the shape of 
mirror-blinds of the finest plate-glass, 
which, being drawn up at night, would 
multiply the iUuminations and coup-d'ceil 
in ev^ di^otion. A^d by a eon. 
petent staff of housemaids, Mrs. Gullibull 
was personally engaged in trying the effect 
of various patterns of satin-damask on the 
fomiture it was to cover, 

" Lawkamercy, Ann, is that you? and, 
goodness gr^iL me! is Jt Charity 
with you?" exclaimed Mrs. Gullibull, in 
very great surprise. " Well, I thought 
she'd come to her senses, by and by, on 
bread and water! It's kind enough of 
yon to take her part, however ; and as she 
may be useful to me just at present, if she 
win promise to be a good girl hence- 
forth ' 

" O, mamma, do let me speak to you 
by yourseK! I have something to tell 
you," interrupted Lady Fitdiauton, gasp- 
ingly. 

" Weil, but the man's waiting, and I 

m2 
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want to decide. Give me your candid 
opinion on these damasks, Ann, for it's for 
a feete on your wedding-day, and I want 
something that will suit Mrs. Sparkleton's 
complexion, too, as she's to have it all by 
and by." 

" Don't speak of her, mamma; it makes 
me sick to hear her mentioned. Oh, she 
has turned out such a wretch that " 

** But do go with your mamma into the 
next room before you tell her anything !" 
interposed Charity. 

"Why, lawkadaisy, what can it be?" 
ejaculated Mrs. GullibuU, getting much 
alarmed, as she observed the agitation 
and paleness of the two young women. 
" What's the matter? Don't break it to 
me too suddenly — but what is it? Is his 
lordship pitched off that vicious brute of 
his that he wiU ride in spite of every 
one?" 

Lady Fitzhauton made no reply, until 
they walked into the next chamber — 
once the loft over a stable^ now trans- 
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formed into a magnificent boudoir. But 
the moment they had entered, almost be- 
fore Charity could close the door on the 
marvelling upholsterers, she burst into a 
renewed hysterical flood of tears, exclaim- 
ing, " 0, mamma, mamma, you cannot 
tell how I have been served; and after all 
papa has done for him !" 

" Do tell me what's the matter ! tell me, 
Charity, for I do feel as if I should have 
a 'plexy or the rheujnatis' in iny back, if 
you don't speak out at once!" exclaimed 
Mrs. GuUibuU. 

" It is something about Lord Fitzhauton 
and Mrs. Sparkleton," said the charitable 
Charity, soothingly. " They met to arrange 
some affairs rather privately, at your dress- 
maker's, ma'am, and Lady Fitzhauton did 
not like it." 

" 0, mamma, she is as bad as they are, 
to want to gloss over things in that way !" 
cried Lady Fitzhauton ; and largely inter- 
mingling her narrative with invective 
iigainst her cousin, she gave a broken, but 
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sofficieutly intelligible and highly coloured 
account of the whole affiair. 

The painter who covered the fiice of 
Agamenmon assisting at the sacrifice of 
Iphigenia, from despair of expressing its 
agony, took a very convenient way to 
escape trouble, which we should be happy 
to imitate in Mrs. GullibuU's case. In- 
deed, it would scarcely be ia the power of 
colours— much less of pen and ink— to de- 
pict the variety of emotions which rent 
her maternal bosom during the whole 
course of the narrative. The comparison 
of the lioness robbed of her young, is a 
little trite, perhaps, but mi&^ht else have 
mcdy serJ the V-P<« of mo*.tion. 
" And now, mamma!" concluded Lady 
Fitzhauton, " I only want you to help me 
in one thing; I want you to have me 
divorced, and get me my fortune back 
again — ^for I hate him so, I shall never en- 
dure the sight of him again !" 

" Oh, the slut, the creature ! Who ever 
would have thought it ! — The honourable 
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Mrs* SparkletoD., indeed! — ^And to do ua 
all so — ^my poor boy, too ! — She'll die of a 
boFoken heart !" sobbed Mrs. Gullibull, as 
if she herself weore in danger of a similar 
catastrophe. 

" But things are not so very bad yet, 
ma'am," said Charity, gently. " No good 
could be done by blasting Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton's character. There is no great harm 
done yet, and perhaps if — ^if Mr« Midas 
would marry Mrs. 5parkleton ^" 

" How dare you talk of my brother 
marryir^ such a creature?" uLxrupted 
Lady Fitzhautou, fiirioudy. ^ Do yoa 
think he is such a mean-apirijbed creature 
as yourself that wiU take up with every- 
body's leavings?-She only comes to in- 
suit us, mamma, and to make fim of our 
misery ! — She only wanta Midas to many 
that shejooay bring her action — and t^t ib 
why she puts herself forward as a cover* 
dat for Mrs. SparkletonI — ^I tell you, 
nuunxoa, that, beaidea, Mrs. Sparkleton waa 
always making a fool of you behind your 
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\>ixcl^ and laughing and mimicking you^ 
even when I was there !" 

" Law, my dear, what could the woman 
find to mimic in me?" said Mrs. Gullibull, 
with much increased indignation. " But 
if there's justice to be had for love or 
money, you shall have it ! — And as for the 
person there, that has the conscience to 
speak up for a creature of that sort, it 
convinces me that she is very little better 
herself! And so I should like to know, 
miss, what business you have in my house, 
after I had p'rumptory bid you never 
darken my doorstone again ?" 

" She forced herself upon me, mamma^ 
I could not possibly get rid of her !" eja- 
culated Lady Fitzhauton. 

"It is true— I would not leave you 
uptil I saw you safe from the snares of the 
wicked man who intends to make you as 
bad, or a good deal worse, than Mrs. 
Sparkleton!" said Charity, with much 
emotion. " I am going now, Mrs. GuUi- 
buU; but, before I go, I solemnly warn 
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you not to suffer that Lord DeviUe to 
have any access to joox daughter — ever 
to see her — for I am more convinced 
than ever that he has a bad design upon, 
her!" 

" 0, mamma! do you hear that? — she 
will sell herself to those wretches to bear 
felse witness against me, that I may never 
get a divorce, or marry again!" 

" It's all of a piece with the rest of her 
scandalous behaviour!" shouted Mrs. Gul- 
Hbull. " She set that old fool, Bagshawe, 
against the whole family, and poor Midas 
in particular. She's the artfullest slut 
that ever lived — I'll say it — ^though it was 
my folly encouraged her in her poisonous^ 
doings so long ; for Bagshawe himself had 
the impudence to tell me that he proposed 
to her, and that she rejected him — I have 
no doubt, purely to insult us, because he 
was a friend of ours, and to set us all by 
the ears ; for would any poor girl in her 

senses Quit my house this instant, you 

wicked girl, for it was you that caused the 
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whole quarrel ! And if ever you dare to 
enter it again ?* 

'^Heyday! what's all this blustering 
dboat?** interrupted a personage, who 
entered the apartment at this moment^ 
rather hastily, hearing the voice of Mrs. 
GuUibuU raised to so excited a pitch. It 
was Alderman GuUibull; and, agitated bs 
she was, Charity could not hdp noticing,, 
with surprise and sorrow, the careworn,, 
haggard look of her usually jolly and 
cheerful uncle. " What ! are you pegging 
into Charity Green, if she has had the 
goodness to come home again?" he con«- 
tinned — "Never mind the old womazu 
Charity, my lass, I am heartily glad to 
see you home to us — for home henceforth 
you shall find it in reality — at least as 
long as I have a home to offer any one!" 

Charity was deeply touched with the. 
Madness of this welcome, and yet struck 
ominously with the concluding words* 
But she was saved the necessity of repl3ring. 

"Then, all I can say, father," said Hidaa^ 
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who followed up, only delayed a few ma- 
ments at the bottom of the stairs to have 
his boots dusted — '^ all I can say is, that if 
she stays in the house, I'll leave it." 

" You can do lust as you please, sir; I 
am tired of ycpictetioi-I LlbeoJer 
in my own house, as long as I have one !" 
said the alderman, m a high and even 
fierce tone. " Who the deuce are you, 
that you should take upon you to order 
who shall be in my house and who shall 
be out? It is quite sufficient, I should 
think, to be annoyed with your perpetual 
poking, and prying, and interference in 
the business, without submitting to your 
.impertinence here!" 

Disputes, not unfrequently amounting 
to the dignity of quarrels, were of late 
pretty common between the father and son ; 
but Midas had not yet heard his father 
speak in so decided and deeply angered 
a tone to him! His own lowered very 
perceptibly ; and, true to his character, he 
turned his baffled insolence on Charity 
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Green. " It is all that mischief-maker ! — 
she is never happy but when she has 
caused people to quarrel one way or 
another about her ! — You can do as you 
like, sir, of course, in your own house; 
but Mrs. Sparkleton shall marry me 
directly, or I'll cut her ; and then I'll have 
one of my own, where only people I like 
shall come !" 

" You will never marry Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, Midas, or you will prove yourself the 
meanest feUow that ever lived!" said 
Lady Fitzhauton. " Papa, you shall have 
all my money back again, if you will only 
get me a divorce — ^unless I should ever 
marry again!" 

" Get your money back again, indeed !" 
repeated the alderman, with a most un- 
wonted degree of scornful gloom — "Get 
your money back again ! — when the fine 
gentleman you have married told me the 
other day he did not know where to lay his 
hands on a thousand pounds, if it would 
save his soul ! I wanted to borrow that^ and 
he hadn't it — or pretended he hadn't!" 
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" But he could find as much money as 
Mrs. Sparkleton wanted ! — no, that must 
have been a fib— a dreadful fib — alto- 
gether!" exclaimed Lady Fitzhauton. 

" It must be a lie !" thundered Midas. 
" Mrs. Sparkleton can't want money, for I 
lent her six thousand pounds the other 
day to buy some land, that made her 
estate worth at least ten thousand more !" 

" She has swindled you out of it, per- 
haps, then, Midas, for she is capable of 
anything," said Lady Fitzhauton. 

"Mother, why don't you speak for 
Mrs. Sparkleton? Why do you let your 
daughter be always abusing my intended? 
Is she everything, and I nothing to you ?"" 
exclaimed Midas, furiously. 

" Never think of her again, my dear 
boy, for she's the horridest, the wickedest^ 
the most dreadful woman I ever heard 
of; and I'd rather you married a crossing- 
sweeper, or a scuUion — ^I would !" returned 
the mother; and she and her daughter 
both rushed into a simultaneous explana- 
tion of this seemingly harsh judgment of 
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the intended bride, which for some time 
rendered it an incoherent rhapsody of ac- 
cusation and vengeful resolves. Enough 
was, however, sufficiently clear to strike 
both the new auditors with profound 
dismay; and they stared at one another 
in silent amazement — ^while Charity en- 
deavoured, by softemng, explaining, and 
excusing, to put things in the mildest 
light of which they were still capable. 

The effect of the intelligence was even 
more remarkable on the father than on 
the bridegroom-elect. He turned ghastly 
pale, and, staggering back into a chair, 
exclaimed— " Then the game is up with 
me, too ! I depended on Mrs. Sparkleton 
to take up some bills which fell im- 
mediately due — and I cannot obtain a 
single farthing in any other direction! 
Midas, I am afraid, if this is true, I shall 
be obHged to stop payment in less than 
three days, for she ^on't, of course, lend 
me any further assistance!" 

Midas stared^ as a man that beholds 
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the first heavings of an €arthquake, aad 
knows not wliither to fly — ^while Mm. 
Gullibull and her daughter looked at the 
husband and father with an expression of 
utter in<.reduUty, more painful to his 
feelmgs than any ebullition of anger or 
surprise. 

"You don't mean for to say, John! 
— ^you cavHt mean for to say, John I— 
that you are in any dan^ger of turning 
bankrupt V^ gasped Mrs. GullibuU, at 
last. 

" My banker refuses to lend me another 
stiver on all the railway scrip in his pos- 
session — ^seventy thousand pounds — and 
will not lend me a bare five thousand!" 
returned the alderman, in agony; *'and 
that is known all over the city. Lawless 
has sold me to pay his coi:urt to a man 
that would have lent me money but fear 
him, and whom he keeps for his own use ! 
And that's the reason, Betsy, why I re- 
fused the cheque this morning for the new 
chandeliers. You must make up your 
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minds to endure it all as you can — but I 
am a ruined man!" 

" But you needn't ruin me, too, father; 
you might let me have a chance to save 
myself, at least. Perhaps I might get 
you out of the hobble, too!" exclaimed 
Midas. 

"How could you do that? — ^I want 
three thousand poimds this week!" re- 
turned the father. 

" Well, if I could only get her to marry 
me — and if you would not let out as long 
as you could, I think she would, now, — I 
woid_I nJght try aad raise mone^ on 
her property," said Midas; "or I could 
get my own six thousand back, at least!" 

" Pho ! — she borrowed it to give me to 
pay for her railway shares— in most ex- 
cellent lines — not those that are goinjg 
down!" said the alderman, in broken 
tones, ashamed to own, even yet, the fall 
measure of his defalcations. 

"What a cheat she must be, then!" 
returned Midas, after a pause of utter 
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amazement. " And you, sir, too, what a 
— ^what a — ^what a — you are a cheat, too, 
father, to have encouraged her to rob me 
of my money ! I'll bring an action against 
you both! I won't be robbed of my 
money ! — or else you can give me a lien 
over the Baltic wheat in the warehouse, 
and sign a dissolution of partnership, 
which we'll date six months ago, if you 
think you really must go. It will save 
something from the wreck !" 

" I will not, I will not ; I have wronged 
my creditors sufficiently, — they shall have 
every halfpeni^y I have in the world — 
every vestige of property !" returned the 
old man, in a high tone. "Betsy, you 
and I spent our early years in poverty 
together, and so we must the close ; but 
we will not disgrace ourselves by a paltry 
roguery, to keep a heartless fellow like 
this son of yours in affluence !" 

" Oh, then, now I see the reason of it I 
It is you that have set Mrs. Sparkleton 
against me, by continually draining money 

VOL. III. N 
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from her !" said Midas, in a brutally de- 
fiant tone* ^^ But she has a good landed 
property left yet, and I'll spend the last 
farthing of it Imt Til make you refund 
your shameful rogumes, old gentleman I" 

^'What! Midas, do you mean to say 
.you will marry a woman who has tried to 
seduce your sister's husband?" exclaimed 
Lady Fitzhauton. 

" I don't believe a word of it !" returned 
the brother. ** It is all your own stupidity 
and invention; you are always talking 
a£;ainst her, because you know she is 

cLm to me, and becaL Ae >» so band, 
some, and beat? yOu hollow on the jHano ! 
I will believe her before any of you; and, 
if she denies it, I'U marry her aa soon as 
ever I can get a licence!" 

"And she has a good witness ready 
provided— here's Charity Green will swear 
on the Bible that she was to have been 
with Mrs. Sparkleton all the time, with 
some lace!" said Lady Fitzhauton, point- 
ing, with ironical bitterness, to the young 
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girl, who kept herself retired as much as 
possible during this disastrous series of ex- 
planations ; " and when you have married 
that first-rate lady, the witness will bring 
her action against you, and recover what 
little you have left !" 

"Never!" said Charity Green, with 
vehemence ; " your brother knows that I 
could not if I would." 

" But can you really witness you were 
to have been with Mrs. Sparkleton at 
Madame Millefleurs, with some lace, 
Charity?" said Midas. " Only say that! 
I know I can believe you, and so wiU 
other people too, — every one will believe 
what you say, and know that it is all my 
sister^s mad jealousy about the rest." 

All the actors in this stormy scene 
turned simultaneously towards Charity 
Green, one imploringly, one defyingly, ox« 
scornfully, one in intense curiosity, and 
expectation. But with all the goodness 
and compassion of her nature. Charity 
felt that she ought not and could not utter 

n2 
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this falsehood. She did, however, what 
she coiild to varnish and cover Mrs. Spar- 
kleton's indiscretion. " I know very well, 
at least," she said, " that they were to 
meet about some money matters. Madame 
Millefleurs declared that Lord Fitzhauton 
paid her bill — ^so he must have money; 
and why should he not lend it to his father- 
in-law ? Let Lady Fitzhauton allow me to 
make peace between them, and get him to 
lend the three thousand pounds the alder- 
man wants." 

" Do you think it would be possible, 
Charity, there's a dear girl?" exclaimed 
Mrs. GuUibull, and even the almost 
despairing merchant raised his head, and 
looked at her with awakened interest and 
hdp3. 

" No, it is not possible, mamma, unless 
he comes to me of his own accord, and on 
his bended knees ! He will be wanting me 
to promise to forgive Mrs. Sparkleton, and 
not expose her, — which I will to the 
utmost. Besides, he has no money, — I 
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know that very well ; he is always com- 
plaming of want of money; and why 
ought I to deprive myself and my husband 
of our money to keep up a grand business 
for Midas ? Papa don't care about it — I 
am sure he must be tired of working now 
— and let Midas make a fortune for him- 
self, as he did !" 

" I am bankrupt indeed now. I did 
not know the meanness of my children's 
hearts, and how little they cared for me 
untU now!" said the alderman, folding 
his arms in a mood of absolute despair. 

" Oh, cousins, you ought to try and do 

much for you," ejaculated Charity, no 
longer able to repress her feelings. 

" And why don't you do something for 
him?" returned Midas, sneeringly. " I am 
sure you have a precious sight more reason 
than any of us, for you were no relation 
of his, and he took you in a complete beg- 
gar. I know you have the power, — for you 
could easily get Mr. Bagshawe to do any- 
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thing — at least, so I hear! And if my 
father had three thousand pounds, he 
could meet his bills^ and we should all be 
saved." 

'' Do you think you could, Charity, get 
me this loan, in God's name?" exokdmed 
the alderman, starting up with the utmost 
vivacity of hope. " It would save me, if 
you could ! I have hundreds of thousands 
of pounds locked up in railways, and if I 
could only get time, I could do wonders! 
I will pay you twenty per cent., thirty per 
cent., anything you like to charge, and I 
will always consider that I owed my pre- 
servation to the kind little orphan I took 
into my house, nev^ dreaming it would 
one day prove the angel of it !" 

^' And hasn't your unde always been as 
kind to yon as kind can be, whatever we 
may have done?" sobbed Mrs. GulliboU; 
and rising, she threw heself with all her 
weight and a mighty torrent of tears, into 
poor Charity's arms, who had great difi* 
culty in supporting the burden, but who 
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most fervently joined in the xoamfeataticm 
of emadon. 

*^ But he^fill not lend me the money—* 
I should not dare even to mention such a 
gam to him—and Mr. Bagshawe don't 
think anything of me now — I have refused 
his kind olBTer/' said Charity, in a voice 
interrupted by sobs. 

^' Then he is the more likely to let you 
have it, because he will think there is a 
<Aauce for him-and tetthim myfether 
will pay him seven per cent.," exclaimed 
Midas. Charity turned from him with 
speechless contempt— but her eye fell then 
upon the working and wo-b^one visage 
of l^r unde. 

Charity had always loved her uncle, and 
honoured him in a hi^ degree. He alone 
had been almost uniformly kind aiul con^ 
siderate towards her; she had &lt the 
least keenly from him the misfortune of 
her dependent condition. She honoured 
him: his enormous wealth had surrounded 
hhn to the imagination of her infancy 
with a species of mythic grandeur. And 
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now this great and kind relative was 
almost kneeling at her feet, imploring her 
to exert a power which she vaguely felt 
she possessed, to save him and the magni- 
ficent structure of his fortunes from ruin ! 
Her aunt joined in,* with lamentations and 
intreaties, in which Charity was too much 
affected to discern the large admixture of 
the ludicrous. Even Lady Fitzhauton 
deigned to join her eloquence. " I am 
quite sure, Charity, that' if you don't, you 
will be the most ungrateful wretch that 
ever lived, and every one will think you 
so!" 

What follies poor Charity Green com- 
mitted in her time ! We blush to record 
that, in spite of every conviction of her 
better reason — ^in spite of the extreme in- 
convenience she foresaw to herself from 
making any effort in such a behalf, with 
such a personage, she was finally so far 
overcome by the despair and intreaties of 
her relatives, that she promised to make 
an attempt to obtain the required redemp- 
tion-money. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

It must be confessed that Charity had 
no great hopes of success in the embassy 
on which, duly primed with every species 
of promise and assurance from the alder- 
man, she set forth on the afternoon of this 
memorable day. Time was of consequence^ 
and so she consented, though with reluc- 
tance, to go on her mission in Mrs. Gulli- 
buU's carriage. 

Charity had refused numerous invita- 
tions to go with Miss Dishnap to Mr. Bag- 
shawe's house, though the former had 
twice consented to go to tea, and once to 
dinner, won by his importunities. But 
now she went of her own accord, unasked, 
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without any very exact knowledge of the 
locality, and in a flutter of agitation which 
seemed likely to deprive her of. the power 
to perform her task very efficiently. 

She arrived in the beautiful suburban 
villa which Bagshawe had lately taken, 
always "for the benefit of his health," 
but which he had fitted up as if he 
certainly did expect it should at some 
time be occupied by a young bride, rather 
than a middle-aged valetudinary. The 
GuZlibull coachman found it at last, after 
wandering for some time among greesi 
lanes. In spite of her nervous trepida- 
tion, Charity was pleased with the beauty 
of the situation, the neatness and elegance 
of the little mansion — the trim luxuriance 
of the gardens. It was well, however, 
that she dared not hesitate under the 
eyes of the coachman and groom; else 
she might have wandered for a long time 
about the house before she would have 
ventured to solicit the attention of its 
inmates. Her voice did tremble, and 
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audibly, when slie inquired at the gate if 
Mr. Bagshanre wsia at home; acnd wheoi 
she heard that he was,, her heart gave ft 
violent istsTob. 

^What nanue, nm'am?' asked m retftni; 
the fstsM^ respectable, elderlj, widow- 
looking^ woman, who escorted her into a 
sxnxg Efetle parlour, handsomely fiin^ished^ 
with verandahs opening on a charming 
vieWy completely overspread with flower- 

"Charity Green — ^Miss Green, if ycm 
please." The bonsekeeper disappeared, 
with, a slightly puzaded look, and Charity 
seated hecself, qahrering with expectation, 
at the window* We do not believe that 
she sawrthe landscape, althoi:^h she gazed 
over it very attentively; but she listened,, 
as if her whole soul was in her ears^ to any 
Boond of aj^roaching footsteps. But the 
hst slippers of the housekeeper left no 
edaoe^ and she only it was who re-entered 
iixe apartment. The worthy woman% 
countenance was changed in a few minutaa^ 
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and there was a veiy marked expression: 
of severity and propriety in it, which did 
not escape Charity's notice. 

" Master says he is busy reading, Miss, 
and can't be disturbed. He don't seem 
to know much of you," said the house- 
keeper, in a tone as dry as if she had the 
remainder biscuit after a voyage sticking^ 
in her throat. 

"Oh, then, I'd better — ^go," said Charity^ 
rising, in the utmost confusion ; and the 
housekeeper stood with the door in her 
hand, as if she thought so too, when Mr. 
Bagshawe's voice was audible, calling 
down the stairs — "I say, Elizabeth! if 
it's a Miss Green that wouldn't come ta 
tea with me the other day, I know her — 
you can let her come up !" 

" Yes, I'm the Miss Green — ^that wouldn't 
come to tea the other day," said Charity, 
eagerly ; and the astonished matron, looking 
as if she thought all was not right — ^looking 
almost as if she meant to give warning the- 
next day, on account of the impropriety — 
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led the way to Mr. Bagshawe's drawing- 
room — still snugger — still prettier ! — only 
that Charity was in too much trepidation to 
observe anything but the master himself. 

"Oh, so you have shaken off the old 
woman, and come by yourself? That's 
right ! — ^Elizabeth, we don't want you ! — 
don't be finghtened: this lady might at 
one time have been mistress both of you 
and me, in an honest way — so put your 
virtue by for the present," was Mr. Bag- 
shawe's greeting. "Well, Charity, what 
were you looking for dn those fields 
yonder? Had you dropped a pin there 
in the grass last midsummer? I was 
watching you all the time from this 
window, and I saw how soiTy you were 
when you found I was not at home !" 

"Yes, I was very sorry, sir; I had 
business of the greatest importance, — I 
wanted to borrow some money of you," 
said Charity, with hesitation. — Bagshawe's 
whole face brightened up. 

"How much?— a shiUbg?" he said. 
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drawing out his purse, and producing the 
coin ; "or is that toomuph ? — is it one of the 
new threepenny bits, as they call them?" 

" No, sir ; I come to borrow — ^I want 
to borrow — I am sent to borrow — three 
thousand pounds !" said Charity, herself 
starting at the sound of the words. 

" Three thousand pounds ! — ^well done ! 
Make it the whole seventeen thousand at 
once, — ^but then you must take me into 
the bargain," replied Mr. Bagshawe^ 
without, however, discomposing a muscle. 
" But, of course, that is what you mean ;. 
and I am quite ready on my part. I am 
sick of a bachelor life, and this house 
wants a mistress wonderfiilly !" 

" Pray do not joke with me, sir — I ani 
quite in earnest ; I want three thousand 
pounds — to save alderman Gullibull, my 
poor uncle, from destruction !" said Charity, 
with great earnestness. " He only wants 
that in ready money to save all his enor- 
mous fortune ! Do lend it to him !" 

"Who told you so?'' said Bagshawe, 
still quite calmly. 
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^^ He told me so himself, and I — ^believe 
him!" said Charity^ bursting into tears. 

" Then I don't, my good girl; if he 
sent you on this errand to me, it is all up 
with him," replied Bagshawe. "But I 
don't like to see you cry, ndther^ unless 
through some feult of my own, — and I 
should like to make you cry to prove 
that I could affect you in any manner! 
Don't cry, Charity — ^for I tell you the 
game is regularly up with old GuUibull. 
There is a complete panic in the share 
market,— it is in a fever, which in a few 
days will reach a crisis most likely to end 
in the death of the patient !" 

'^ But he says himsdif, three thousand 
pounds will save him — and he ought to 
know," said Charity Green. 

" I know his affairs, then, better than he 
does himself; for I know that neither 
three thousand, nor five thousand, nor 
even tw^ty thousand, can save him i It 
could only protract his ruin for a few 
weeks," replied Bagshawe; and in proof 
of this statement he described to Charity 
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the sudden and enonnous fall which had 
taken place in the railway markets, in- 
volving what were well known to be the 
alderman's favourite speculations. Ru- 
mours of defalcations — of unfair dealings 
with stock — ^of jEalse dividends, were rife, 
he said, which betokened the speedy 
bursting of the great bubble of the nine- 
teenth century. 

But Charity, faithful to her mission 
and her promises, continued to plead the 
alderman's assurances, and to urge his 
great. prospects in the grain market, if he 
could only meet his immediate exigencies. 
Bagshawe overruled this argument, by 
snatching up a paper, and reading the 
last Mark-lane quotations, which proved * 
a certain decline in that produce, even to 
Charity's unbusiness-like comprehension. 

" And what have they done for you that 
you should be so much concerned for 
them?" he said at last. "Turned you 
out ; encouraged their son to maltreat you 
in the most shameful manner; and now— 
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is there not a drop of gall in your whole 
composition to make ^ oppression bitter/ 
and revenge sweet?" 

He looked with so much tenderness and 
admiration at Charity as he spoke, that 
the poor girl herself half unconsciously 
perceived and used her power. She re- 
minded Bagshawe of his former friendship 
to the Gullibull family — of all he had 
taught Midas to expect from him — and 
urged upon him the great percentage the 
alderman was willing to give for a sum to 
relieve him fix)m his difficulties. " That 
only makes it the more certain he don't 
mean to pay," he replied, shortly and 
snappishly. " But, I suppose, you think 
me the most mercenary old wretch pos- 
sible?— -And so I am, in general !— still, if 
I thought he could repay me, I should not 
hesitate a moment. But mark my words 
— he never can — ^it will only be a pail of 
water thrown into a bottomless gulph." 

" Oh, yes, he will — ^lie will pay you ; I 
am certain of it!" responded Charity. 

VOL. III. 
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" Will you be his bondswoman?' i^d 
Bagshawe^ suddenly. " I'll tell you yrh&t 
I'll do ; and if you believe yourself yoa 
can't hesitate. Promise you will many 
me if old GullibuU don't pay me in mx 
months, and I'll lei^ you the money." 

Charity felt at once ashamed to assent, 
and ashamed to refase assent^ to this pro- 
position. It would look as if she did not 
believe herself on the one hand ; as if sdie 
were endeavouring to lure a man who had 
behaved so generously and kindly to her, 
into a snare. On the other, to engage 
herself to marry as a species of forfeit, 
shocked all her feelings; but then, again, 
the events of the day — ^his insensibility te> 
disgrace — ^had completed the rxiin of Midas 
in her good opinion ; while, on the contrary, 
Mr.Bagshawe never looked so little ugly — 
iu fact, so amiable, and even attractive, as 
on this occasion, when the warmth of the 
passion which animated him had in a 
manner transfigured his whole appearance. 
The most powerful motives uiged her to 
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consent-^md, after a brief, mteraal heai^ 
tation, consent she did* 

" Then I hope he T?ill never pay me, 
and I i¥ill set about lending it as fast as 
possible," said Bagshawe, quite joyfully. 
*' Fourteen thousand pounds! — ^We can 
live very well upon that, for we shall not 
have a very large &jmly Charity!" he 
continued, with great animatian, ^^ I shall 
consider you very cheap at three thousand 
pounds ! You cannot think how lonely I 
am without you; I never fbund myself 
lonely before, though I have been miser-i 

able all my life! In the first place, they 

• 

made me an attorney against my will; 
and necessity, and Jen g^edinei con.: 
pelled me to practice my trade. Imagine 
what my sufferings must have been, for I 
had always a degree of conscience even at 
the height of my practice ! And it gave 
me such a confounded ill opinion of all 
mankind — and womankind to boot — ^that 
until I saw you, I did not believe there 
was anything honest or natural left under 

02 
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the sun ! — Let me have you, and I wish 
Midas joy of his Mrs. Sparkleton !" 

Charity coloured deeply; she had. not 
mentioned a word about the recent dis- 
covery; but she was at the moment too 
much affected with her singular lover's 
generosity, to attempt dissuading him 
from indulging in his hopes. Moreover, 
she so earnestly longed to preserve her 
uncle from ruin, that she did not venture 
to put the means again in jeopardy. 

"Elizabeth!" shouted Mr. Bagshawe, 
after a pause—" Elizabeth ! bring up the 
tea-things: Miss Green has come to tea 
urith me at last !" 
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CHAPTER IX. 

It was night when ChAritv arrived in 
town again Mr. BagshawLagmedshe 
was going to Putney, in the carriage ; but 
she felt an extreme reluctance to appear 
there, as if to receive the thanks of her 
relatives, or to meet with Midas again. 
She therefore scribbled a hasty note, an- 
nouncing her success, which she sent on 
to Mrs. Gullibull by the footman, while 
she herself made the best of her way to 
the bazaar. 

It was almost closing time, and Miss 
Dishnap received her young fHend with a 
coldness, the cause of which she could not 
weU divine, but soon learned. 
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"There's a fine flourishingFrenchwoman 
been after you, I don't know how many 
times, smce you went ; but I don't advise 
you to keep such acquaintances, Miss 
Green ! She calls herself Millefleurs, and 
seems to make it quite a life and death 
affair to see you to-night. I did not 
know where you had gone ; but if I had 
known, I should not " 

As she spoke tiie words, Madame Mille-^ 
fieuiB appeared bustUi^, in a state of 
great perturbaticoi, through the stalls, 
until fihe readied the one occupied by the 
fiiendfl. 

" Ah, I see you at last — I hold you !" 
she exdaimed, literally seizing Oharity as 
if to take her prisoner. " Come with 
me this moment; I will not relinquish 
you agsdn till you come with me-!" 

"Then, madam, whoever you are, I 
shall advise Miss Green to do no such 
thing," said Miss Dishnap, sternly. 
*' What do you want with her, and who 
are you-at this time of night?" 
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"Eh quoi! you would kill mUadi 
dame de la plus grande qualiU r exclaimed 
Madame MiUefleurs, breathlessly, " Come, 
Mademoiselle, or Madame Sparkleton will 
kill herself in an access of despair !" 

" It is the lady who bought the lace, 
Miss Dishnap — ^but I had much rather not 
«e her — ^what can I do ?" said Charity, ia 
great distress. 

« If it is anything about business, Chary, 
you had certainly better not keep the 
lady waiting," said Miss Dishnap. ^' I'U 
go with you, and Mrs. Grocock will put the 
tilings hj for us to-night." 

" If she come at all, she come by her- 
«df !" exclaimed Madame MiUefleurs. " J£ 
^e come not, she commit the suicide <£ 
the most beautiest lady in dis world !" 

" I wiU go, then, by myself, though I 
cm do no good," said Chaxity, yielding as 
tiBual to the benevolent impulse (d }x& 
ten^per. 

^* I shall mention it to Mr Bagshawe — 
if you do, Miss Green — ^for I don't like it !*' 
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^id Miss Dishnap, pettishly ; for she was 
not pleased at the rejection of her counte- 
nance and company. 

" I mm explain it all to you by and by," 
replied ghaxity, in some dismay. 

" Oh, non, you must not, you cannot!" 
returned Madame Millefleurs ; and, having 
thus increased Miss Dishnap's suspicions, 
she hurried otf Charity, exclaiming, " Dere 
is not time at all to lose everjrthings !" 

Charity scarcely knew where she was 
going, imtil she found herself in a cab, and 
heard Madame Millefleurs direct the driver 
to the street where Mrs. Sparkleton lived. 
Nor could she obtain any very satisfactory 
information from the modiste for what 
purpose she was wanted, during their 
transit. 

On arriving, they were immediately 
shown into Mrs. Sparkleton's drawing- 
room. Charity, who had learned to asso- 
ciate this lady's idea only with thoughts 
of triumph and gaiety, was, indeed, power- 
fully struck when she first beheld her on 
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this interview. She was lying on a sofa, 
vainly affecting the unconcern of reading 
a novel which was in her hand, by the 
Eght of a moon-shaped lamp extended by 
ah alabaster Diana over the reading desk. 
But the derangement of her usually per- 
fect coiffure— :^Qv swollen, red-tinged eyes 
—her unchanged morning costume— con- 
fessed the distracted state of her mind. 
Oharity's mild and merciful nature was 
even painfully affected by the humiliation 
and shame visible in her once brilliant 
rival's whole demeanour — in the sudden 
fever that visited her complexion — in the 
idmost abject caressiveness of manner with 
which she received herself ! How changed 
froTH the Mrs. Sparkleton who ordered the 
lace veils in the morning ! 

Charity was soon, however, admitted 
into the secret of her own presence in this 
fashionable residence. Mrs. Sparkleton 
had heard from Madame Millefleurs the 
particulars of Charity's extraordinary con- 
duct immediately before the discovery of 
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her interview with Lord Fitzhauton. Her 
anxious desire to see her — her intimatioiis 
that she came to save her from impending 
ruin — ^had now acquired a weighty sign> 
£cance. Mrs. Sparkleton knew not how 
to explain this mystery, nor the circum- 
stance of Lord Deville's presence in the 
house, which she also learned at the same 
lame to be a veritable fact. Li vain did 
Madame MiUefleurs assure her that it was 
entirely accidental — ^her own conscience 
and observation suggested otherwise. 
Neither could she imagme by what means 
Lady Fitzhauton had effected the detect 
tion. That was obviously not accidental^ 
since her ladyship had entered Madame 
MiUefleurs' house with rage and inquiry 
on her lips. 

It was equally the interest of both ladies 
to ascertain the &.cts of the discovery. 
Mrs. Sparkleton was ahnost in despair for 
her own reputation — ^Madame MiUefleurs 
for that of her house; and the only inter- 
rogatible being among this obscure doud 
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of witnesses, appeared to be Charity 
Oreen. 

^^ Miss Green, I am exceec^gly glad to 
see you. This is excessively kind of you ! 
but I always saw and thought that you 
were of the sweetest disposition," ex- 
claimed Mrs. Sparkleton, clasping^ Charity's 
hand in both hers, with un^onablX 
vouT. " You are aware — I wished to see 
you most particularly. You must have 
observed the extraordinary and ridiculous 
notion Lady Fitzhauton has taken into her 
head ? — ^the most unfounded possible — ^but 
which really might be exaggerated into 
some story which would make her the 
laughter and butt of the town. Madame 
MiUefleurs tells me-in feet you know,- 
you were to have been at her hause^ at that 
very time^ to show me some laces? I 
made the appointment with you I I trust 
I may depend upon you — I beg it 
of youas a favour, which I cannever suf- 
ficiently repay, but which I wiU endeavour 
— ^that you will satisfy Lady Fitzhauton 
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and her family on that point. I am sure 
that in case — in case — ^that in case of any 
public investigation, — for I may think it 
necessary to refute the scandal publicly — 
I can depend upon your doing me the 
justice — the bare justice — ^which I will re- 
pay by every means in my power — to 
^tisfy aU the worlA-that is, any one who 
may have a right to ask questions on the 
subject — of the perfect innocence and 
mere business nature of my mterview with 
Lord Fitzhauton?" 

A dreadfiil vision, of the most astute of 
modem lawyers " asking questions" on the 
subiect — ^wiiich he does in all such cases, 
^L .uoh infinite uncti»n .nd point- 
made Mrs. Sparkleton's last words quiver, 
und brought a shower of tears to her eyes. 

Charity was silent. She was affected, it 
is true, for tears also started to her eyes. 
But the appalling vision of a court of jus- 
tice— of a false oath to be taken in its pre- 
sence — a false testimony to be borne — even 
the possible injustice to Midas Gullibull — 
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rendered it an impossibility for her to 
assent to Mrs. Sparkleton's insinuated 
intreaty. And yet she felt most keenly, 
that compassion and generosity should 
have induced her to save her imploring 
rival, if it could have been at a less sacri-^ 
fice,— at a sacrifice of anything but her 
own good faith and conscience. She had 
besides a real liking and almost tenderness 
for Mrs. Sparkleton, springing from the 
mingled goodness and tendency to admira- 
tion of the beautiful and exalted, which 
pervaded her character. StiU she was- 
silent. 

" Why do you not answer, Miss Green ? 
At least, don't torture one with this sta- 
tuesque silence!" said Mrs. Sparkleton, 
vehemently. " What have they ever done 
for you, that you should take part with 
them? Nothing to what I will do, at all 
events ! Besides, you can be forced to say 
what you know ; and you know very well, 
you told Madame Millefleurs so — ^that you 
were to wait on me with some lace — ^at 
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the very time when Lord Fitzhauton was 
there, looking over my accounts." 

" I am testimony," said Madame Mille- 
fleurs, with dignity. 

"How else should you know I waa 
there at all? How else could you.say — 
how in the world did you take it into your, 
head that to see me then, was-^might be 
— to preserve me from ruin /" continued 
Mrs. Sparkleton, with excessive anziety* 
" You will be perhaps put on your oath — 
you will be obliged to teU people. Lord 
Deville, surely-r-surely, Lord Deville — did 
not put the notion into your head ?" 

" No, ma'am, don't be afraid of that," 
said Charity, with her peculiar simplicity. 
" I will teU you how I knew, and why I 
came, — and then you will see, — that I 
cannot bear the testimony you require." 

And Charity, very briefly, and as ten- 
derly as possible — ^to spare the shame of 
her listener, related how she had involun« 
tarily overheard the intreaties on one part, 
and the final assent on the other, to the 
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&tal assignation. Ske did not give il^ that 
name, and we doubt if she was even ac-> 
quainted with the word; but Mrs. Spar- 
kleton's fine complexion burned with 
flhame, in her perfect conviction that even 
the innocent Charity construed the meet- 
ing in that light. Clmrity, indeed, com- 
passionately stated^ that she heard it was 
to investigate Madame Millefleurs* ac« 
counts ; but at the same time, she said, she 
was so convinced of the bad intentions of 
Lord Fitzhauton^ and that he was a man 
who would not hesitate to take any advan- 
tage to gratify himself that she thought it 
was really a point of duty with her to 
follow and endeavour to prevent the in- 
terview. 

" Oh^ why did you not tell me all that, 
when I spoke to you afkarwards ? Why 
did you i«>t put me on my guaxd, then, if 
you knew Fitzfaautcm to be so wicked a 
man?" exclaimed Mrs. Sparideton, without 
vaaturing to raise her eyes to her lowly, 
j udge,and almost ovendbelmed with shame 
and despair. 
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" I was too confused — for a long time 
I did not know what to do — for a long 
time I thought that perhaps I had no 
right to interfere," replied Charity, with 
grave reflectiveness of look. " I thought 
it most probable that you would feel in- 
sulted, and deny — I could not myself be- 
lieve — ^until I saw you enter Madame 
MiUefleurs." 

" How I grieve that ever I did," said 
Mrs^ Sparkleton. " Believe me I had the 
very best intentions. I meant to remon- 
strate with his lordship— to come to a deci- 
sive explanation with him— for I must con- 
fess," sheadded,with something of reviving 
triumph in her expression which strangely 
saddened Charity, " I must confess — ^that 
he quite persecuted me with what he 
calls his love — ^his passion — and stuff of 
that sort. But, believe me, I never in the 
slightest degree encouraged him. And 
jiet, I can't believe, dear Miss Green, that 
you are one of those * stem path-of-duty* 
women, who sacrifice everybody and every- 
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thing, to do what they call * right? I 
really quite throw myself on your mercy, 
— and besides I will give you a nundred 
pounds, if you wiU convince people,-if 
you wiU only say you were to have been 
there at the same time with me." 

"If I will only perjure myself? No, 
Mrs. Sparkleton, not for a million — not 
to save my own existence!" exclaimed 
Charity. 

" Then I am utterly lost ! What will 
the world say to Lady Fitzhauton's scan- 
dalous ravings?" said Mrs. Sparkleton, 
, wringing her hands in despair. 

" I'll tell you what you can do to save 
yourself — ^to refute whatever the world or 
LadyFitzhauton can say," replied Charity, 
in an equable tone — "you can marry 
Mr. Midas Gullibull! He is willing to 
have you still, for he has heard the worst 
she can say against you, and says he does 
not believe a word of it, and that he "will 
marry you, if you will marry him !" 

" Then I never will, — I never wiU marry 

VOL. III. p 
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.the man tbat could many me under so 
degrading m^mmiionl" acWmed Mn.. 
SpaikletoD, with a gleam of higher and 
nohler feeling, to which she waa not 
altogether a stxauger. ^^Mifi» Gre^ I 
always despised that fellow unutterably 
in my heart — ^butsince he is the miserable 
««np you «,y,l,e i^ I would «^er die 
than marry such a wretch! I will defy 
everything. I wiU have my money out 
of those deftestaUe nilways, and that 
grasping old GuBiboll'fi hands, Bit what- 
ever loss to myjsjelf or to him !*' 

^^Do not think of .such a thiug at 
present, madasn,'' said Chaxity, much 
alarmed, and, .singnlarly ^ioiigh» deeply 
wounded with this cantemptuous estimate 
of the man who had so gJteaAj wrongod 
her. ^ You will be aiire to ruin both 
yourself and Idm! J know le cw't pay 
the money-^nat kaat, not so ^xnnch sA 
once." 

"Ruin him:I — ^pho, <nonsense !— ^why, 
ihfi aldenoau is ihe tkimt mexohaat in 



OE, TEE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 211 

iLondon I — -it is only his inordiQate greedi- 
3iess — ^he has only to sell out," said Mrs. 
^parkleton. " It is absolutely necessary I 
should get money just now. — Look, Miss 
•Green ! — as if I were not made sufficiently 
xincomfortahle by Lady Fitzhauton's extra- 
ordiQary behaviour— just hear a letter 
which i found awaiting me on my re- 
jtaim." 

And Mrs. Sparkleton took one from the 
.table, and read the following document 
aloud. 

^' Mrs. Skinflintz's compliments to the 
Hon. Mrs. Sparkleton, and will wait no 
longer. Mrs. S. has a duty that she owes 
to her children, and won't be humbugged 
no mare, — ^has heaard ^he deals with oilier 
liouses, which is certain ruin, land there- 
fore hsas no compassion, and sees no reason 
why sbB should, considering Ixer own 
family is nearest and dearest to every- 
body^ high or low, rich and poor. Be- 
sides, has heard, from particular good 
authority, that a certain great house is an 

p2 
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the go; and, as the Hon. Mrs. S. would 
take her own advice, and never listened 
to nobody about security in lending 
moneys — ^and so is rightly served; — ^for 
its paper is at a complete discount^ and 
raUroads are certain to go down, and to 
be worse than nothing for a long time. 
Therefore, would feel much obliged by 
settlement of her little account, as for- 
warded — ^now nearly three dozen times. 
And Mrs. Skinflintz wants the money on 
mortgage of Longacres — eldest son being 
about for to go for to be settled in life : 
This is to give due notice, — and unless 
the other loose cash is paid over within 
three days, Mrs. S. will be obliged — ^very 
much against her will — ^to put in force 
the Bill of Sale, and take out an execu- 
tion against you — quite contrary to my 
disposition. — But it may as weU be me as 
anybody else, — and so many biUs of yours 
being out, there can't be a doubt on the 
subject. And Mrs. S. begs leave to re- 
mind the Hon. Mrs. S. that, unless her 
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promissory note is taken up this very day, 
it is an act of bankruptcy; — ^for, as for her 
to say she is a lady — not a trader, is all 
nonsense, even under the new law — ^it 
being quite certain that people are traders^ 
however grand they may be, that deal in 
laaway L«=,_wMch Wd be very 
unpleasant for a lady to go to prison, and 
have her accounts overhauled by a com- 
missioner — and most likely refused a 
certificate, for reckless trading; which 
nobody can deny who looks at Mrs. 
Sparkleton's books — ^if she keeps any. So 
is obliged to proceed at once. 
" Yours respectfully, 
" (For Abraham Skinflmtz & Co.) 

" Sarah Skinflintz." 

" What is a bill of sale, ma'am? What 
does it mean?" said Charity, quite be- 
wildered with this revelation. "And do 
you really mean me to understand, ma'am, 
that you are embarrassed, too ?" 

"I am quite ruined, unless I get my 
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money back iinmediatlely from old Gulli* 
bidl — so you see I must," replied Mts- 
Sparkleton. ** I don- 1 exactly inow wbAl 
a bill of sale can do — ^but I bdieve die 
bas one, — and every one knows whafc asf 
execution is !"' 

"But you cannot have llicr monev; — 
you muBt not t^, or you wiU driveLm 
i de^air, and tiey ^ not mind what 
*e^s;yofyoud.eni"saidChari^,<^ 
bewildered with tibis new gidph of ruin^ 
opening ben^ith the tottering' pile of ftexr 
uncle'a fortunes. 

" They will' not d^re to say anytimig — 
smce Lord Deville: knows nothing— was 
there by accidto^t — ^I can manage, diem 
finely !''' said Mrsi Sparkleton, resuming 
much of her wonted animation of spirits. 
"TwiU let Lady Fitzhautou' know that, 
if she says anything about me, I will tell 
all I know about Lord Deville and her! 
I know they were carrying on a most 
desperate flirtation together! — ^I have a 
letter that will prove it- I daresay I 
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might peidiapft tuTQ the tables, upon thein^ 
— and with pafect truth I Perhaps Lord 
DewUa iiTas Twt quite so accidentally 
at. MjMJqynfl Mi ll^^^ fiffl^iTPf < tvhfin her ladyship 
amved, as he would hai^ us to. ttmik!' 
Most li^y not !: Don't look sa petrLGed, 
Miss Green!^— you dan't. half know ndiat 
I know;, and if they drive me to despair, 
~«nd Iha^e your addan^ besides, that 
you ovaarheagd us, and that it wa& a 
strictly businesa affair^-^meeting sbictly 
about an aceoimti!' 

^^ I can witness mi; such thing; Mrsi 
SpaiMeta% unlesr L pequre niyself--^un« 
less I palter with my oongcienee, and/ 
affisct to beUesee thsit tiie words only 
meant what they sounded," returned: 
Cbarity, with indignation^ ^ ijid for &: 
lady^ too, who intends^ out of revenge, to 
bear fsblse witness, against the woman she 
has: injured!?' 

^ It ia.not fedse!" nq^iied Mrsb Sparklen^ 
ttrn^ with aniniationf and leally there watt 
so much that was blameable in Lady 
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Fitzhauton's demeanour — so much that 
was certain in Lord Deville's character 
and pursuits, that she made out a very 
palpable case against her rival, even in 
the reluctant judgment of Charity Green. 
Mrs. Sparkleton was easily carried away 
by her own ideas; and once in speech, she 
hesitated little on what she said or re- 
vealed, to carry conviction to an auditor. 
Charity found, with sUent but deep 
emotion, almost akin to horror, that Mrs. 
Sparkleton had never entertained much 
doubt of the viscount's unlawful views on 
his friend's wife, even while affectmg to 
pay his court to herself. 

" It was a mere trick to deceive Fitz- 
hauton — ^I am convinced of it— and always 
suspected it," continued Mrs. Sparkleton. 
*' So I will have my money in — I have 
seventy thousand pounds' worth of rail- 
way shares — and I'll give you a little for- 
tune, Miss Green — and if anybody dares 
to speak a word against me, they shall not 
do it with impunity ! I want you to telb 
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Lady Fitzhauton that ! — Stupid as she is, 
I suppose she will not yet have let her 
abusive tongue loose !" 

" Oh, what a noise she make in my 
house ! I would rather set it on fire in- 
stead!" ejaculated Madame Millefleurs. 
But this L fehric of hope, raided in ^ 
instant by the calenture of a warm imagi- 
nation, was destined to suffer as sudden an 
overthrow. 

Mrs. Sparkleton was yet uttering these 
words of self-consolation, when the voice 
of Miss Scurmucheon was heard on the 
stairs. " Oh, Mrs. Sparkleton is always 
at home to me — and I come on most par- 
ticular business !" 

" What can she want? — Madame Mille- 
fleurs, I will see you again early to-mor* 
row about this foolish business," said Mrs. 
Sparkleton; "I have no doubt I shall 
prevail on Miss Green — ^what can the 
horrid old creature want?" 

" Well, dear Mrs. Sparkleton ! — I am 
so glad to see you still here !" exclaimed 
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the ^^ horrid old creature" as i^ came in, 
and Madame Milleflenrs. ^ded out. ^ I 
really am !" 

^^ You surprise me, Miss Scurmueheon ; 
tills is my usual reddeucfi iu- to^" re. 
plied Mrs* Sparkleton, manniing her com^ 
posure. ^^ I have a headache, it is trae~- 
and that is whjr I desired to be excused 
from company — ^and why I am still in a' 

" Well, then, it can!t — ^it can^t be true !" 
exclaimed Miss Scurmueheon^ apparendjr 
much astonished. 

" Very likely— if:yoM.haveaiiyiiewa!-~ 
that is, there are suchi £9olish stories told 
now-a-days ! — They have nothing dse to 
put in the papers^" replied Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, very cahnly---and very much agitated^ 

^^ Oh, you: are 90: sav«r& — and it is un« 
kind of you--^for I le£t my tea scarcely 
tasted, to come off and learn all about it 
— ^for if it is true, or liiou^t so, yoa 
knoWi — one won't be able to see you again, 
perhaps for some time!" iiq)lied Miss 
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Scorarachecm, witk an excesBivel^ priia 
look. ^^I hope, of eonrse, it is not tirae^ 
fbr my nephew's sake — in &ct, I eannofi; 
heliisrvre it P' 

'^'What is the matter? — ^Am I to be. 
mvimble, or you to go blind, Miss Scni> 
nm^faeon?' said; Mrs. Sparkleton* ^I- 
really can't make out what you mean/' 

^^Botii, peihaps! But I am glad, in- 
deed^ my dear, you dbn't understand mey"* 
Tep&ed Miss Scurmncheon, seating hersdi 
iriiik an affectionate Ibok. ^^I am 8« 
gfad!-Pray, who is that young person 
with you? I have^ been so agitated ev^r 
flmcel — May one speak befoie her?'^ 

^Certainly — it iis Miss Green, Alderman 
CrullibuU's niece !" 

"Alderman GulliiiulFs niece! — ^Thaak 
goodness^ I feel so rdieved!" exclaimed 
iJasfr Seurmucheen, but without at ali 
commnnicating the^feeling. " Mrs. Clackr- 
mannan waa kind enough to bring me the 
paper, though she ia scarcely ever able to 
leave her house, Ae is such an invalid I' 
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It is one of the evening papers — she takes 
in the evening papers as weU— (poor thing, 
she has so little to amuse her !) — as if she 
were a gentleman. Initials, of course — 
I knew it could not be you— only it is 
so pointed. Do look — I brought it witk 
me. Do look : it is headed, ' Extraordi* 
nary Affair in High Life V " 

" Do you mean to — to insult me, Miss 
Scurmucheon !" exclaimed Mrs. Sparkle* 
ton, losing all her excited complexion.: 
m ^Ji rapidHy with which l p«« 
catches scent, and rattles after its prey, 
was not unknown to her; and with about 
similar emotions to those of a deer in the* 
folds of a boa-constrictor, the conviction 
rushed upon her that her case had actually 
already got into the papers ! 

"Oh, no, my dear; it is not you, you 
know — ^it is only somebody else — do hear,, 
though — and see if I was not reasonably 
alarmed!" replied Miss Scurmucheon, 
eagerly. " Here is the paper — ^Dear me ! 
where is it? And I underlined it, too ! — 
Extraordinary Affair in High Life " 
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"Pho, pho; an old maid's charity to 
some orphan or another found out to 
be very natural f ' interrupted Mrs. Spark- 
leton, desperately. 

" * An affair/ Mrs. Sparkleton, ^ an 
affair/ " read Miss Scurmucheon, no way 
moved to mercy by this innuendo. " ' An 
affair likely to create a sensation in the 
highest circles, and to come under the cog- 
nisance of our ecclesiastical courts, is said 
to have met with an unlucky denouement 
this afternoon. A fail' widow of gay 
notoriety ' " 

" No, it is not notoriety ! — it is cele- 
brity!" interrupted Mrs. Sparkleton, who 
was also most anxiously perusing. 

" Yes, yes; but it makes no difference 
_' residing not a hundred miles from dash 
— street, dash — ^square^ is said {is said, 
thank Heaven, it don't speak positively!) 
is said — ^to be very disagreeably impli- 
cated ! The Lothario is a military noble- 
man more femous for his achievements in 
the fields of Venus than in those of Mars. 
It is said that the discovery has happened 
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^ly inopportoneljr to prevent a mar- 
Tiage which was on the tapis between the 
:&shionable widow and a distinguiehed 
viscount. The injured wife ' " 

" Miss Scunnucheon !" interrupted Mrs. 
Sparkleton, with passionate vehemence. 
•" Miss Scunnucheon ! if you come to my 
own house to insult me i" 

". The injured wife. - pe^irted Mi» 
Scurmucheon, in an exalted tone. ^^ ^ The 
injured wife !-haB retired to the boBom 
of her family, who are, we leaxn, of the 
highest monetary importance^ flo -that the 
services of the gentlemen of iJie long robe^ 
which we Tiear are already engaged, are 
likely to receive a liberal recompence !^ 
There now! did you ever! Didyouwer 
know anything so like? Was I not juBti- 
£ed in entertaining the most senous appre* 
hensions?" 

^' I don't know — ^btct what has all this 
got to do with me?' replied Mrs. Spar- 
kletony resolutely hindering herself from 
iainting away. 
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" Why, jmll^ my dear^ ydiether it is 
you or not, you ought to bring your action 
against the paper," cetuzned Miss Scur- 
mucheon. '' I neirer>saW;SUQh a^hame; — 
of course there oan^ be any troth in it. Bxtt 
at least, if I were jon, I jreaBy would write 
to the editor that it is not yon-^se every 
body will cut you, and-— I shall be very 
.sorry, but I shall be obliged io do ccs othm* 
j^opU dor 

'' If one brought actions against all the 
people who talk scandalously* of one, you 
would be the most litigious^woman living. 
Miss Scuimudbjeon !" returned Mrs. Spar- 
Meton. '' But if I bring any action at 
all, it shall be agairat you, Ibr having the 
impertinence etvoesn iK> imagine that this 
paragraph in any wajrreilates tome." 

" Well, don't im ^aaogry, my dear, dear 
oceatuxe^ really did it eictirQly to put 
you on your guard," said Miss Scur- 
mucheon. ^^ I would advise you to be seen 
jeveiywhere acmr-infaErm with La^y Fxtz- 
hauton but I iun: sorry to soy I positively 
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•have ascertained she has quarrelled with 
her husband and gone home to her 
friends. I dare say it will all dear up 
satisfactorily. I dare say it is Lady Fitz- 
hauton's fault somehow or another — there 
is such a totel want of judgment in that 
Bet. You remember what age her foolish 
cousin guessed me to be ! — and indeed, the 
whole family, if they had not half a million 
of money, are little better than brutes. 
Do go to the Opera with her ladyship this 
very evening — do, pray." 

" I'll see about it — ^yes, I think I will," 
said Mrs. SparHeton, somewhat dreamily. 

" Do, there's a dear creature, and don't 
look so gloomy. I'll go and tell every one 
it is not you — the brutes ! I felt certain, 
directly I read it, it could not be you ; and 
so I told Mrs. Clackmamian, but she is 
such an obstinate woman. I often warned 
my nephew (he'll do me the justice to own 
that!) he ought not to show such very 
pointed attentions to people in public. 
Not that there was any harm in them — ^but 
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for his own sake as well as yours. I sup- 
pose if the truth wete known, Lady Fitz- 
hauton has had some foolish fit of jealousy, 
and caused all this disturbance?" 

*' I don't know — it is very likely — I 
think she did do something veiy foolish," 
murmured poor Mrs. Sparkleton. 

" Well, but really my dear Mrs. Spar- 
kleton, if you will allow me as an old 
friend to mention it," observed Miss Scur- 
mucheon, m a very kind and confidential 
tone — " people do say — I tell it you all for 
your own good — ^that you do lead an ex- 
ceedingly vivacious life, for an unprotected 
woman; and the frightful multitude of 
visitors to your house ^" 

" Does not cause the frightful solitude 
in yours, Miss Scurmucheon ! — ^you have 
no right to complain of them !" inter- 
rupted Mrs. Sparkleton, her spirit reviv- 
ing with indignation and despair. 

"But if you will give me authority 
*— .1 know that people will be scandalous — 
but ^" returned Miss Scurmucheon. 

VOL. III. Q 
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'* How can I hope to escape, when even 
your perfections do not?" again inter- 
rupted Mrs. Sparkleton. 

" Why, what does anybody say of me? 
■' — ^I defy anybody to say of me what they 
.do of you, Mrs. Sparkleton !" replied the 
old maid, vehemently. 

" Well, merely for your good, I'll teU 
you !" said Mrs. Sparkleton. " They say 
that you always win at cards — are a judge 
of cordials — that your charity is only 
decent swindling — and if you were not a 
lady, by birth at least, would have taken 
you to the treadmill long ago !" 

'' You honour me, madam!" exdauned 
Miss Scurmucheon, turning very yellow. 

" Not in the least, I do assure you ! — 
I have no respect whatever for you, nor 
has anybody else that ever knew you!" 
replied Mrs. Sparkleton. 

" Well, I have certainly no great desire 
to be an object of respect with ladies in 
your position, Mrs. Sparkleton!" said 
Miss Scurmucheon, rising. ^^ Still, I must 
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say, I don't think it very good policy to 
quarrel mth persons who might other*' 
wise, for the sake of their own relatives^ 
have given a certain gloss to the affair ! 
But you are the best judge ! — and, how- 
ever matters turn out, I hope Lord Deville 
won't hear of it, or I should fear--*men 
are such undistinguishing brutes " 

" That Miss Scurmucheon has remained 
so the greater part of a century!" inter- 
rupted Mrs. Sparkleton. 

" There must be a great deal in it, or 
you would not be so much out of temper," 
returned Miss Scurmucheon, fiercely. 
*' All I hope is, that my poor nephew^ — ^I 
must go and see him now directly !" 

'^ Lose no time, then-^I do not desire 
to detain you in my house, nor ever again 
to dee you in it I" said Mrs. .Sparkleton, 
who had now completely lost her tanper. 

"I don't know that it will be very 
respectable to visit you in it, at any 
future period," replied Miss Scurmucheon ; 
"and I must now say, that I have no 

Q2 
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doubt this unhappy paragraph is entirely 
founded on fact — ^for people never get 
into such passions about lies !" 

" Leave my house !" was all Mrs. Spar- 
kleton could utter ; but the words, pro- 
nounced in the highest tones of female 
passion, reached ears for which they were 
not intended — ^killed two birds with one 
stone. 

*' I shall not leave your house, as you 
call it!" replied another voice — ^also a 
female one — on the exterior. "I shall 
not leave your house, mum, or, perhaps, I 
shall not find it so easy to enter it again !" 

The door flew open, and admitted the 
widow of the late Abraham Skinflintz and 
Co., with another personage who might be 
considered the embodiment of the vaguely 
grand ideal contained in that mysterious 
abbreviation — ^being a sheriff's officer. 
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CHAPTER X. 

. " Mrs. Skinflintz I — and you will nqt 
leave my house ! — ^wliat is the meaning of 
this insolence?" exclaimed Mrs. Spar- 
kleton, retreating at once in tones and 
attitude before this new apparition. 

" Mrs. Skinflintz-^ — and I will not leave 
this house until I have put somebody in 
to keep it, what's perhaps quite as able 
as the finest lady in the world. Mr. 
Girdiron, take possession in the Queen's 
name, and show the lady the hexecution, 
that she may be certain all's right," re- 
plied the money-lender. " It's for rather 
a sizeable sort of a debt ; rather over than 
under weight, I should think, a^id I am 
only a acting, mum, as I told you I 
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should, on the Bill of Sale, though I 
didn't quite say when, for fear you should 
make a moonlight bolt of it. My poor 
late husband had two cases of it, and mis- 
fortunes makes one cautious." 

" I don't want to give no more trouble 
than I can help, — don't put yourself in 
a fluster on my account. I like always 
to make mysdf agreeable wherever I go, 
and I've been in very good houses before 
this — ^ha, ha !'' said the legal functionary 
appealed to. He was a tall, baldheaded 
man, with a famished, undertaker look, 
in a shabby-genteel suit of black, cloth 
boots, and with a peculiar mouth, cut 
down deeply on both sides, so as to ex- 
press a habitude of misery, not at all con-i^ 
tradicted by the short, self-derisive bugh 
with which he concluded most of his sen- 
tences. 

** Dear me! what is the matter?" ex* 
claimed Miss Scurmucheon. " You don't 
mean to say, people, whoever you are^ 
that you are levying an execution here ?" 

** I do, indeed, mum; I've stood it 
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lotog enough ; I gave Mrs. Sparkleton due 
notice* I never do nujUn harsh; but I 
can't starve my oim flesh and blood to 
keep grand people m pomp and pride !" 
retome^ Mrs. Skinflmtz. ^^ Kow, Mr^ 
Girdiron, if you please, or, we'll com* 
mence the hmv6itoiy I" 

^^ I shan'^t be long about it, ma'am; m 
dtm't let my presence be any hindrance* 
Ilike always to make mysdtf agreeable, 
— ha, ha! — If youVe company, ma'am, 
I'll begin at the bed-rooms, ha, ha l" — said 
Mr. Gttdiron, very politely, while Mrs. 
Spaikleton stared at the group in un- 
ottered and unutterable consternation. 
^No fear of one of than nasty accom^ 
modations, here;, that's the beauty of 
being in a lady's house, or a gent's P' 

"Why, dear me, Mrs* Sparkleton I — I 
always understood you had a whole mint 
ofmoio^in railways? — ^Almost a hundred 
thousand pounds I" exclaimed Miss Scur? 
nmcheon, turning in amazement, minted 
with triumph, to that hdy.. 

" And they are not worth a hundred 
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thousand snaps of my finger 1" returned . 
Mrs. Skinflintz, doing her best to express 
the value of the commodity by a multi- 
plication of the sounds indicated. ^^ I 
wouldn't make my fingers ache for them^ 
if I could get them at the price ! — Look at 
the market this morning— and look what 's 
coming into it! All old Gullibull's, I'll 
be sworn, in a few hours — and there 'U be 
^ regular panic and smash-up everywhere 
-r-and shares won't be worth the paper 
they are printed on ! " 
. " You don't mean that ! — You must be 
mistaken, — ^the woman is surely raving ! '* 
said Miss Scurmucheon, turning yellower 
atill.. " It is only a momentary fluctua- 
tion in the market-r-Mr. Lawless told me 
so, and he is confidential agent to every- 
body, I do believe ! '' 

" Mr. Lawless I— why, everybody that 
don't live laid up in lavender knows that 
he bolted this very morning, and that his 
name's up as a Lame Buck!" said Mrs* 
Skinflintz, withinexpressible scorn at this 



'" ' 
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ignorance. "Where da you live, mum, 
not to know that?" 

. " ^Bolted!'— a 4ameduck?' '' repeated 
Miss ScurmucheOn, vacantly. " Why, he 
had all my money out of the three-per- 
cents to uivest for me ! — ^" 
: " Then he 'U invest it for you in dancing- 
girls and loo, over the water, m Ameriky, 
if they've got any," replied Mrs. Skin* 
flintz. " But you don't mean, mum, 
dcsfudly for to say, that you was so grassy* 
green, at your age, as to trust a fellow 
that hadn't anjiihing in the whole world 
to trade upon but his own brass?" 
. Mrs. Skinflint-z was mistiarken. Lawless 
had an unbounded and inexhaustible stock 
in trade — ^the credulity of mankind ! 
■ "I'll go to his office directly! — You 
must be mistaken ! — He was recommended 
to me by Alderman GuUibull — and he is 
on terms of the greatest intimacy with 
Mr. Humson himself ! " 

" Well, and haven't you heard what's 
eome out about Mr. Humson himself?" 
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retomed Mrs* Skinflintz, with a tart langb. 
" He may well be wcnrth a million of 
money, if he buys everything, and pays for 
nnffin! — If you're in his lines, mum, I 
should think you are as thoroughly done 
as this poor lady here herself!'* 

^' I must go and see Mr. Lawless — ^it is 
quite impossible ! " said Miss Scurmucheon, 
bewilderedly. 

'^ It is rather late to go and see a gentle- 
man, Miss Scurmucheon, for a woman of 
jour infinite propriety," said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, speaking for the first time since the 
entry of her distinguished guests — " espe- 
cially a man of Mr. Lawless's character — 
which I have heard very lately — ^and I 
certify to you, he is a fellow not worth a 
straw! And believe me — notwithstanding 
Mrs. Skinflintz's extraordinary precipit- 
ance — I do not imagine myself in so des- 
perate a portion as you are! — In fact, 
I am positive that I have only to write to 
Aldaman Gullibull-^to relieve myself of 
the presence of these people I And as to 
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the alderman being in any danger — ^the 
bare idea of a man of his enormous wealth 
failing — ^is too preposterous to be enter^ 
tained for a moment ! " 

" Two of his biUs was dishonoured this 
afternoon ! " replied Mrs. SMnflintz, whose 
connexions with the tribe of Israel enabled 
her to obtain very early intelligence on 
such matters. 

" But a gentleman has lent him the 
money — I know, I saw — ^he will have three 
thousand pounds to-morrow morning!" 
interposed Charity Green, with energy. 

" Why, if he has backers, for what I 
know, hs may get over it," replied Mrs. 
Skinflintz, eyeing the speaker with infinite 
suspicion and doubt in the expression of 
her countenance. " But Lawless's game 
is np, and no mistake ! " 

" I must go and see him, late or early ! '^ 
exclaimed Miss Scurmucheon. " Can any 
one get me a cab? — or, dear Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, could you, — would you lend me your 
carriage?" 
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" No I couldn't, wouldn't — ^will not, 
wiU not ! " returned dear Mrs. Sparkleton, 
passionately. " Go as you came, and 
tell what lies you please of me every- 
where ! " 

' " I have only to tell the truth of you, 
madam, everywhere, and-I wiU!" re^ 
turned Miss Scurmucheon, with revenge- 
ful fury, while Mrs. Sparkleton, quite as 
vengefuUy, rung the bell for a servant 
to show her out. 

A footman answered much, more quickly 
than might have been expected. In fact, 
he was just at the door, listening — as was 
his duty, — ^to himself — ^for things looked 
very suspicious, and he was owed about 
two years wages, not to mention that he 
had found himself in bouquets and gloves 
for the last month. It is true he was 
allowed, in recompence, to neglect half 
his business, and plunder everything but 
the plate-chest, without his mistress daring 
to complain. The careless, impudent 
manner in which he now entered, showed 
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that he had overheard somethiDg germane 
to the matter. 

*' Show Miss Scurmucheon out ! ^■ 

" Yes, ma'am — ^and I'll be obliged by 
your having the goodness to pay my 
flower-man tliis little bill — the fellow's 
below — and is become quite 'portunate!"^ 
said John, with dignity, and producing a 
dirty, greasy slip of paper from a pocket 
which, at other seasons,, he would not 
have dared to seem to possess, — but stiU, 
unable quite to overcome the instinct 
of flunkeyism, handmg it on a sUver 
salver. 

*' Even my footman!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, yielding to this last anguish of 
degradation, and throwing herself in an 
hysteric passion of grief on one of her 
beautifully-embroidered ottomans, after 
dashing away both paper and salver. 

" Good silver— and good weight," said 
Mrs. Skinflintz, deliberately raising the 
piece of plate, and biting one of its rich 
pmaments with her vice-like teeth, to 
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ascertain, by an assay of her own, the 
4juality of the metal. 

" Poor creature ! — I must go this mstant 
and see Lawless ! " said MissScurmucheon, 
seizing her gown-tail with an air of deter- 
mined resolution, and stalking out of the 
room. But John made no effort to attend 
upon the departure, or facilitate the exit 
even of so distinguished a visitor. 

Now John, in reality, almost loved his 
mistress. He was proud— ahnost senti- 
mentally proud — ^to wear the livery of so 
beautiful and brilliant, and high-born a 
lady. He held his head high among foot- 
men, and had had two severe bosing-bouts 
on his mistress's account, in consequence 
of the arrogance of demeanour, which he 
thought her station authorized him to 
assume among the vulgar mass of his fel- 
lows. But he loved himself better still, 
better than all mankind and womankind 
to boot, as a true flunkey should; and 
though much disturbed, and almost 
affected, with his lady's display of emotion, 
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his own dignity was too much ruffled by 
the attendant circumstances to peld to 
any such human weakness, 

" D — ^inn it, if Til stand it any longer ! — 
if I'm not even to be treated like a christen 
^creature, and yet to be cheated out of my 
wages! — if people give themselves such 
airs they should at least be able to pay 
people their wages ! So I give you notice, 
ma'am, I'm going to go immediately, the 
moment you suit yourself with another 
gentleman in my place ; and I shall ex- 
pect to be paid my wages before I quit the 
house." 

" Go this instant ! — Let me never see 
your impudent face again," returned 
Mrs. Sparkleton, and as she spoke a thun* 
dering knock nearly battered down the 
street-door, and restored all the footman 
to the soul of John, who else most de* 
ddedly intended to treat his mistress with 
a specimen of native and unadorned 
British eloquence. He vanished to answer 
the summons, like an unwilling spirit 
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compelled to obey some potent magician's 
evocation* 

" That is either a duke or a parvenu, 
and I am in no condition to see either ! 
In heaven's name, Miss Green, call out 
that I am not at home," ejaculated Mrs. 
Sparkleton, and Charity ran to the stair* 
head to execute the command, feeling 
indeed that she conscientiously could. 
She returned almost instantly, looking 
rather paler than before. 

"I did not say so; it is Mr. Midas 
GuHbull," she observed in a slightly 
faltering tone. 

"Midas!— Is it Midas GulKbuU?' re- 
sponded Mrs. Sparkleton, raising herself 
with a sudden expression of wonder and 
hope. " Mrs. Skinflintz, let me implore 
you to leave the room with your man fo* 
a few nodnutes, and I do not doubt — I do 
not doubt in the least— that I shall obtain 
the money to satisfy your immediate 
demand.'' 

Mrs. Skinflintz shook her head incre^ 
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dulously ; but glancing around as if taking 
an inventory with her eye, to satisfy her- 
self that nothing could be surreptitiously 
removed, she beckoned to Girdiron, and 
both withdrew. 

" Miss Green, I think, I am sure, I may 
confide in you? You will not mention 
the circumstance of my momentary em- 
barrassments to Mr, Gullibull?" said Mrs. 
Sparkleton ; then, rismg, and with a re- 
animated look of hope — " The family 
have not treated you well, I know — I may 
confide in you, may I not? — You see the 
desperation of my afiairs — I declare, I do 
believe, I hear that abominable bailiff's 
footstep in my dressing-room— and 1 
have made up my mind! I must marry 
Midas GullibuU — ^though I would almost 
rather die — ^but if I don't, I am positively 
ruined !" 

Charity could only stare for some in- 
stants in utter bewilderment, and when 
she was about to give vent to some stag- 
gering words of remonstrance, Girdiron 
suddenly made his re-appearance. 

VOL. III. B 
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" IVe left my pencil on the sofy, I 
think, ma'am," said the lean long phan- 
tom coming quite close up to Mrs. 
SparUeton, and suddenly stooping as if 
he meant to give her a kiss — at least she 
— the flattered beauty and beUe of some 
seasons, shrunk back,.as if she dreaded so 
unwelcome a profanation — ^he whispered, 
" I arit hard I I hate to be hard on people 
as is in misfortune, for Pve known what it 
is be misfortmate to my own cheek, ha, ha ! 
— and if I was you, ma'am, — Fm only 
giving you advice for your own good, for 
in course, it's no business of mine — I 
wouldnH have much plate or linen I — That's 
all — I shan't inquire for it, if the old 
woman don't !" and he glided out again 
on tiptoe with a significant wink, and one 
of his sardonic internal laughs, which 
meant to say to ears that could have un- 
derstood, " K you like to filch anythiog 
from your creditors, I shall allow you — 
for a consideration !" 

^^What does the man mean?— ^that I 
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should steal my own things?" said the 
lady in great surprise ; and before the 
question could be answered, Mr. Midas 
Gullibull entered. 

Let us do justice to the philosophical 
equanimity of temperament which enabled 
Midas to present himself in a costume as 
carefully elaborated iis in his palmiest 
and securest hours of courtship. The 
scent of musk perfumed the air the mo- 
ment he drew out his handkerchief — ^which 
he did the moment he entered — rhis hair 
shone with the glossiest provision of 
Kalydors and bearsgrease — ^the redness of 
his whiskers was subdued with a leaden 
comb to a fine purple tint— 4iis waistcoat, 
imd gloves were as white as even tl^ 
Opera or House of Commons boast in 
their snowiest moments. He had even his 
customary flower of rich tints in a button- 
hole:! He looked like a bridegroom even 
imore than a suitor. 

But he looked a great deal more asto- 
nifikhedand confounded, than became either 

s 2 
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character — even at the end of the honey- 
moon—when his glance fell, among the 
first objects in the room, on Charity 
Green. The suspicion instantly ripened 
to certainty in his shabby nature, that 
Charity had sought an interview with 
Mrs. Sparkleton to reveal the desperate 
state of his father's affairs, and perhaps 
his own conduct towards herself. All 
Mrs. Sparkleton's confusion of conscious 
culpability — ^her exaggerated cordiality 
of reception — Charity's cast-down eyes- 
were not sufficient to vanquish this 
idea. 

" I've come to see you, Mrs. Sparkleton, 
to say that I don't believe anything my 
fool of a sister has invented against you — 
but there's another of them, I suppose, 
has been at me on the other side," began 
the worthy. " But if that's the case, I 
hope you will not believe her any more 
than I do Lady Fitzhauton ! And if she 
says a word against my father, or tries to 
assail his credit in any way, it's actionable, 
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— ^and if hie hasn't the spirit to bring 
his action " 

" I have not mentioned a word against 
your father, Midas, nor — against your- 
self," said Charity, in a low sad tone, for 
it rfeaUy griered her-it was not any 
other sentiment now — ^to see how mean 
humanity can be. ^^ And as to his credit 
— ^if what he told me be true — ^it is quite 
restored: Mr. Bagshawe will lend him 
the money." 

" Lend him the money — and by your 
means! — I have been most roguishly 
treated, Mrs. Sparkleton, by that old 
fellow and this woman — ^and I don't care 
if I let you know the reason, to put you 
on your guard against beUeving anything 
they may invent against me ! " said Midas, 
greatly irritated with this last signal 
benefit — for he was satisfied the aid would 
be in vain, and felt it ad so much taken 
ivom a hoard he ought to have possessed. 

'* Do not, Midas ! — do not at least teU^ 
Mrs. Sparkleton ! " remonstrated Charity 



i 
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— infirdteljrTnore for her cousin's sake than 
her own. 

"But I will-^ — ^I always do what people 
I hiow dislike me wouldn't like me td 
do ! — ^Ybu Ihink to • keep a rod in pickle 
for me, aaid to extort money perhaps 
ev^iy noTT and *en, by diaKng it at 
me! — Before I fell in love with you^ 
Mm SparMeton, this artfdl girl got me 
entrapped into a regular promise of mar* 
riage ! But she has no power to do me 
any harm- m consequence, for I have 
bought her off^ and have tile papers back; 
and presents and* everytJnng of that sort, 
and' am a free man to marry whom 1 
Bfee : so if you'll marry me, ITl marry you 
aas'seoU' as ever* you like, and tibe sooner 
the better; for 1 want, above all tinngsi 
to^ spite my stupid, greedy sister, and ttart 
praflig^» rascal, Fitzhauton, and show my 
fether that I can do without him! " 

Mvsi SparMeton turned, almost mtfi 
abhorrence, from, the utterer of this^ pas- 
donate proposal, and with an expresaiou 
of very great wonder, to Charity Green. 
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" Do you admit>~€aai it BealLy ba true 
— thsA yx)ur oousiiQu once, promised you 
marriager-^diat he haa brdbon his pcor 
mise on my account?" she exdaixstecL 

'^ He haasaad so himself — dse I diould 
nevBr ha^e msutioned it:; I intended the 
secret to hav^ gone into the gmve with 
myself," replied Charity, very cahnly. 

^^ You are a. sublime czfeature, then!-<^ 
the most generous woman I ever met witb 
— the only generous woman I ever met 
with — t^at is, if you care anytlung at 
all about him^ co* &mr did! " said Mrsi 
Spaikleton_ahno8t wi&. enthusiaam; for 
though not muck gxven to the pcadice 
of the es^^odedi ebriatian virtues, she waa 
not inaensifek to the divmiiy of liar 
beauty whim she encountered lliem. 

^^ I atiU wish, ham to be happv^-^^Jianpii^ 
a»d pr«p«™.^" ^pW S ^ 
stifled ai^' — tiiie deepest, though the 
most suppressed,, of all liie many she had 
heaved on Midas'a account. ^^I msb 
the same to you, Mrs. Sparkieton, and 
therefore" — she intended to have added, 
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" and therefore I should wish you to 
marry Midas GullibulV' but the words 
stuck in her throat, or rather in her 
conscience ! 

Charily knew, or feared with strong 
cause, that at this moment these two 
parties, whose motives to form the most 
intimate of human relationships were 
chiefly pecuniary— were both in a state 
of insolvency and ruin. She was con- 
vinced in her own mind of the guUty 
tenderness entertained for each other by 
Lord Fitzhauton and Mrs. Sparkleton; 
she knew the certainty of that actual 
culpability — ^which Midas affected to dis- 
believe ! Oh, yes, she knew but too well 
that she had only to connive at their 
mutual ignorance of each other's true 
position to ensure the heaviest vengeance 
which the most bitter reveries of hatred 
could devise! She felt it — and her com-, 
passionate and tender nature arose in 
arms against her, like the serpents of a 
guilty conscience! She could not utter 
the words — ^but Midas could. 
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" Yes, dear, sweet Mrs. Sparkleton ! we 
shall both be happy and prosperous all 
the rest of our lives, if you will marry 
me directly — ^before my sister can say 
an3rthing against you to people ! " 

Mrs. Sparkleton did not reply — ^for a 
brief but really dreadful pause — to all 
expecting her answer. The man she dis- 
liked and despised perhaps more than all 
other men collectively, offered her, as we 
have said, the most tender and intimate 
of human relationships — and she felt that 
she must accept him, or prepare to en- 
counter the horrors of shame, desertion, 
and poverty, in forms which her educa- 
tion and habits rendered the most terrible 
of all! 

Charity looked in Mrs. Sparkleton's- 
face with a really wild earnestness, not 
as in the old mournful ballad, till " her 
heart was like to break," but till her own 
seemed very like to undergo that grand, 
releasing snap! She earnestly hoped 
that Mrs. Sparkleton would pronounce a 
" No," which might spare her further 
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conflict, of a strange but rending nature, 
in herael£ But, alas! Mrs. SparUeton 
was i^ too desperate a condition to hesi- 
tate long. 

" Well, sir, since you have the gene.- 
7x>&ty — I mean, since you do me the 
ju^oe, to put an entirely right oonstrac- 
LZ Jafeir whichiin rfiortv I am 
going inmiediately to Longacres, aad i£ 
you please to follow me to-morrow with, 
a licence, I'll — " she paused in very 
great con&sion, but not quite of the 
"soft-consenting" sort. 

" Won't I just ! — ^if I pawned the shirt off 
my back to get it ! " exolaimed.the bride* 
groom elect, frisking about with raptuse;. 
Sd darttog an iril took at Chatty, hi 
added, in triumph, " You haven't done it, 
you see, after all^ Miss Mischie&maker V^ 

"But I must do it I" ejaculated poor 
Ghudty, yielding to the sij^gestions a£ 
her conscience, after a long effort to with*- 
stand them — ^but she had no experience; 
in the proper means to do it effectually. 
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^^Uxdiesff you r^Uy are fend o£ eaach 
ete, I L soJ-I am afeaid-it ia 
jjmost certain — ^y^u will be so encased 
mth one <««>tl>eA°»,ai lead a .Ire.^ 
m^^ perh^p. do wiekri thing, to 
flpite each other^ and go to a bad pkee 
nd&en yon die! — ^And it will be all my; 
£uilt if I don't own — i£ I don't teU ycra, 
mtf. SporHeton,— that mj unde is very 
likely to tarn bankrupt, and then Midas 
waii Iia?e next to nothing — " 

"^Yoti widked creature, how can yost 
state such a &lsehood !^ — ^Bmt I have' told 
you^ Mrs. Sparkteton, her' reason," inter- 
mpted Midas. Mrs; Sparkleton looked 
curiously aghast, 

^ And if I don't teli: you^ Midas," con- 
tinoBd Charity, in exc^»ive distress^ 
^^that Mrs. SparUeton cannot pay hev 
dftsbts — would be a bankrupt, too,, if she 
mere not a lady — ^that. there m an execu^ 
tion in the hoaise, and that the womaxi 
that has put it in says, that Longacres is 
all mortgaged to her!" 
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It was now Midas's turn to look thunder- 
struck—which he did with almost as strik- 
ing an effect as ever won the acclamations 
of the gods in a public theatre, and cer- 
tainly with a great deal more fideKty to 
nature than ever was witnessed on aprivate 
stage before. Charity's character for 
truthfulness and integrity was so power* 
fully impressed even upon those who 
most affected to doubt both, that Midas^ 
in spite of a most resolute effort, could 
not bring himself to doubt the evi- 
dence of what he heard from her lips. 
Mrs. Sparkleton's dismayed and confused 
silence was in itself a sufficient attes- 
tation. 

" Is it true? — can it possibly be true, 
Mrs. Sparkleton?" at last he gasped 
forth. 

" A temporary — quite a temporary in- 
convenience, Mr. Gullibull," — ^responded 
Mrs. Sparkleton, not very collectedly. 
" But I trust your motives for honouiing 
me with the proposal you have ^" 
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"And is there a mortgage on Long- 
acres ! — Didn't you borrow six thousand 
pounds of me to buy more knd to it?" 
vociferated Midas, growing frantic ynth 
the accumulation of his wrongs. 

"I borrowed six thousand pounds — 
but your father, sir, — ^your father appro- 
priated it, I believe, to the payment of a 
caU upon his shares and on mine— which 
would else have been forfeit," said Mrs. 
SparkletoD, exceedingly frightened with 
his tone and manner. 

" Then you are a pair of the most 
consummate cheats that ever disgraced 
humanity, and you ought to be put in 
the pillory side by side !" shouted Midas 
— and he had good strong lungs. " You 
are the most infamous woman, I do 
believe, that ever breathed; the most 
heartless, imfeeliag, vain, unprincipled, 
worthless coquette in all England, or in 
aU the world! And I now thoroughly 
})elieve all that my sister says about you 
and that vile scapfip of an aristocratic 
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finrell she has manied, except that I 
belieye yon aie the worse of the two^ 
and she thinks her husband is; and 
Booner than many you I will many a 
woman off the streets, — or this great^ 
fitaring simpleton, Charity GoreenP' 

" 0, God ! — that I had at least some 
one left in the world, with a sufficient 
respect for me, to kickthis insolent scoun^ 
drd out of my house!" exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, in a paro:^sm of rage and 
despair; and lo, as if passion possessed 
some spell to summon its ministers. Lord 
Fitzhauton entered the chamber on the 
words, with a look «nd manner already 
sufficiently gloomy, but quidkening under 
the influence of the sounds which saluted 
his ears, as if with the forked dartings of 
a tempest. 

^^ Insolait scoundrel, indeed ! Does thi& 
feUow dare to offer you any affront, M«. 
Sparkleton, on my account?" exclaimed 
his lordship, considerably mistaking the 
cause of the quarrel, but not the less 
irritated on that account. 
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" In the vilfiat, the most unspeakable 
manner! — and yourself, too, Titzhau- 
ton! — He calls you a Vbase scamp,' '^an 
aristocratic ruffian ! ' " said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, who had lost all command over her 
temper, all dread of consequences, in the 
madness of passion. 

" He shall account to me for it ! — Mean- 
while, fellow, leave the house ! " shouted 
Lord Fitzhauton. 

" Oh, have you turned regular bully to 
the establishment, my noble lord?" re- 
turned Midas, mockingly. " I suppose 
you did not expect to find me here; but 
it is not the first time, by a good many, 
I should imagrne, that you have been here 
quite as late, or a little later! My sister 
says you don't keep very good hours at 
homte; but I suppose you know where: to 
spend your time pleasanter! Well, I ymk 
you joy of the article, and I give up all 
my share in it without much regret. But 
don't imagine I'll raise a finger on her 
account, or fight one of your styBsh mili- 
tary duels with you, to be shot like a crow! 
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I'll give you as much as you like with 
these ninepins," and he flourished his 
fists with remarkable vigour in the air,— 
" and she shall pay me my money, or re- 
ceive company in the Bench, for the rest 
of her days, but — " 

He was interrupted at this point by an 
event which, in spite of his tone of defiance, 
he had not probably calculated upon. He 
had confided in the plebeian character of 
the conflict he proffered, in the superiority 
of his plebeian strength and muscles, that 
he should stand no risk of being called 
upon to sustain those words of challenge 
with co-efficient deeds. But among his 
other manly accomplishments. Lord Fitz- 
hauton had carefully cultivated a know- 
ledge of the " gaye science" of boxing — 
which he had found very needful in the 
course of some of his adventures. Per- 
sonally, he was a " plucky" fellow, as was 
to be expected from a descendant of the 
old Norman blood — and that generous 
blood of his was now all on fire with rage 
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and long-suppressed pds»ons of various 
kinds. Midas ireceived a knock-down 
blow, which the great Tom Crib himself-^ 
he, whose strokes were held by the judi* 
cious fully equivalent to the kicks of a 
horse— might have envied to have given ! 
Bendigo, famous for his magnaDimous 
endurance of the like, would not, however, 
have gloried in receiving this one; but 
could not have surpassed the agility with 
which Midas arose again, his hair and 
forehead streaming with blood, — ^his brain 
maddened with fury, — his fists darting 
like cannon-balls, recalled incessantly by 
some mighty magician, as they hurtled 
forth from the deadly machine ! But Fit2- 
hauton was a master of his science. The 
brutal strength and fury of Midas availed 
him, indeed, to inflict some bruises of no 
light stamp on the peer, and to beat his 
warding fist almost to pieces ; but not to 
win the victory. Thrice Midas fell, over- 
throwing furniture, mirrors, tasteful cick- 
nacks of unnumbered varieties — ^many of 

VOL. III. s 
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them ids oipmBnd hismetiber's presents — 
asoA finally dasUi^ down the adimred 
portEait of the late GolQnel Spiarkietim 
irmk its proper elevation on the mantel- 
piece, and farcing it open, fen* the &rsb 
time for now a pretty locng aedusian. 
* What a sight was tMs for Mrs. SpatUi^ 
tcm! — with all her initation and pasfiian» 
BCte wish to wreak vengeahoe on her in^ 
salting visitor, certainly not n pleasant 
one! Aocordingly, dnring the whole 
.violent performance (it only toc^ a &m 
moments, however, to enact,) she filled 
the air with shrieks, and rang the hell so 
furiously for assistance, that ahout l^e 
third fall, when Midas lay KieediDg and 
afanost insensible on a comer of the fendez:, 
John, the footman, deigned to make his 
appearance, and become a writn^as of the 
catastrophe of the scene. Charity Gbeea 
had, meanwhile, silently, but assidnbu&ty^ 
fztdeavoured to mollify the fnenzy of '^he 
^mbat by interposing herself a^d l^r 
intreaties at every point of conouBsiait, 
— alike disregarded. 
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^^ Jolm, timiw iAa& impadent liuckster 
out of window, and ITl give you a sot^- 
Tfdign I " bonked the idctof ious peer. 

*" Ohj pi^ay, let hnn go away^ and send 
for a doctor ! " WBpt Qiarity Green, wring- 
ing ber hands. 

'*' Bo yon woxlt any more, or will you 
leave Ae house qinetly, -ar?" said Fitz- 
hauton, Btill ipuverhig 'y^th ^passion, and 
flhaJsing his fists- 

^* I '11 l^cve the house qtdetty — at pre- 
«ent!" said Midas, rising, Eke the blood- 
boltered Banquo from Iris grave. -'* And 
m go just as I am to the nearest station 
house, and let them see how I am treated 
— and TO-MORBOW," he continued, turning 
a deadlier white than the colourlessness of 
physical exhaustion — " To-mobrow — ^it is 
too late to-night — I wiU go before a 
magistrate and procure a warrant for a 
brutal assault on me, when I came to 
remonstrate with you on your shameful 
behaviour to my sister, and treacherous 
intrigae with ^^ p»amou. h«.; ana 

82 
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I'll have this man, your footman, madam, 
up for a witness ! " 

And without awaiting the effect of his 
words on either auditor, Midas GullibuU 
disappeared from the apartment, leaving 
all who remained overwhelmed with con- 
sternation at the threatened exposure. 
Nor was this all; Mrs. Clackmannan sent 
in a message at this moment, apparently 
panic-stricken, to inquire what was. the 
matter in Mrs^ Sparkleton's house, at that 
hour of the night! — "It really seeimed as 
if somebody was being murdered!" 
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CHAPTER XL 

In fact, it was midnight! This &ct was 
forced upon . the startled conviction of 
Charity Green, in the first lull of the 
tempest, almost immediately after Midas's 
departure,-^for a chronometer took the 
opportunity to strike the solitary stroke 
which announces that hour to ghosts who 
frequent well-furnished mansions — ^if any 
such there are* Choked with grief, with 
indignation, and pity, she was about to 
follow his steps out of the house — ^when 
the sound arrested her progress. She was 
surprised and dismayed almost equally: 
the thought of Miss Dishnap's alarm, and 
perhaps anger, — ^the passage through the 
streets at that imtimely hour, struck 
appallingly on her imagination. More- 
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over, the interval suggested a new reflec- 
tion: she saw Mrs. Sparkleton abandon- 
ing herself to an agony of despair and 
tears — and Lord Fitzhauton gazing at 
her in almost equal agitation, and she felt 
that she ought not to leave them alone, to 
the promptings of passion and desperation. 
Accordingly, she halted at the door, turned^ 
and then walked back to IJfrs. SparkTeton. 

^ It is very late to-night — had' better 
not go home to Brompton, perhaps, to-- 
night— I had Better stay wfth you, per- 
haps, Mrs. SjparHeton ?^said' she, in a veiy 
gentle, soothing^ tone. 

" No, leave me;^ let everybody" leave 
me ; let ali the world forsake me ! — I can^ 
dfe alone !" wepfr Mrs. Sparkleton. 

** But it w so late J— Lwill st*jr for my 
oim sake, if you wiU fet me, and send 
some one to tdH Wm Dishnap not to be 
alarmed," sai^ Charity. 

"^My very ^tman scorns to obey me 
now— how caa I semd any one? BGss 
Green, I am much obliged to you, but 
pray don't stay with me! — ^I want to- feel 
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Utterly deserted — utterly alone^-^and then, 
pobaps, I may do something that — ihst 
people dcoi't espect I'^ And Mrs. Sparkle-^ 
ton glanced wildly and inquiringly at 
Lord fitzhaatOD;, to mark what eflFect this 
aminouB threat might have upon fainu 

«Mis8 Gieen can have my camage-dt 
is waiting at the coni» of the stred; — I 
vmk to speak with youa few words alone) 
Gieraldine !" said his lorddnp^ with maxb. 
agitation. 

^^ It is tooilste for me to go at all — Miss 
Siflhiiap ha& probaMy gone to4ied — I 
wsoold ratlker risay to-night,, if Mrs. Spar* 
Metoa will Let me,"" said Charily, with 
some Tehemeaoise. 

"^Oh, yesi stay by ali means! — ^Yoa 
OBn he^ me to< pack — perhaps Florine 
wili not — ^I A$R go* to Fleuvish the first 
tibmg in the morning PV exclaimed Mrs^ 
Sparkleton, ashamed to persiBlr in what 
wioffRaJlyher Tex7amd0U9de(ure at this 
jmctore — ^to get' rid of the sockty, or 
rather, as dbe felt it, espieraage, of Charity 
Graen. 
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, " I shall stay here then, ma'am, till you 
want me to help you," replied Charity, 
seating herself, with an air of determina- 
tion. 

"Well, be it so! I do not care who 
hears what I am going to say — ^you can 
report every word to everybody, Miss 
Green !" said the young peer, passionately^ 
but without producmg the least effect in 
removing a part of his audience which he 
considered superfluous. " Mrs. Sparkle-' 
t^n, I came to warn you of the designs of 
that bankrupt tallow-fellow-^-*and to ask 
an esplanation, which— ^I have no doubt — 
you can give me. Lady Fitzhauton has 
vnitten me a letter, a model of her fianily 
impertinence; but even I doubt if she 
would have sent at all, but that she finds 
she cannot help herself, and imagines she 
has only to whistle to bring me back like 
a beaten spaniel to her feet!" 

IJis lordship produced a letter, which 
he. read aloud, listened to, it may be 
thought with considerable interest, 

" Lady Fitzhauton's compliments to Lord 
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j^itzliauton; and wants to know what he 
ieaUy intends to do-^whether it is his in- 
tention to make himself and the vile woman. 
jnfiEunous in the eyes of' every one ? Or 
whether he will come home again and be 
reconciled, in case she should make up her 
mind to forgive hhn? Lady Fitzhauton 
inight be induced to do so, her catechism^ 
teaching her td do as we would be donel 
unto, if his lordship would promise most, 
solemnly, on. the Bible, to confess all that 
Mrs. Sparkleton has ever done to him,, 
and how she coaxed him to go to that 
wicked Frenchwoman's house to meet him ? 
Lady Fitzhauton is quite convinced that 
it was chiefly the vile woman^s fault, and. 
that she must have almost forced him to 
come — and she knows it, both by what 
she has seen herself, and what she has heard 
&6m Q^er people, of Mrs, Sparkleton's 
shameful behaviour to his lordship- 
Viscount Deville has ofiten told her of 
things himself, and Lady Fitzhauton has^ 
now in her possession the very blotting, 
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pa^ep his locdship found on tibe wickecl 
GEBatore's desk, wMeh is aJmoat a coprjr o£ 
faesr note^ and thougbit ia smudged, and 
scaax^ely readaMe in many places, themiK 
<pdte enough i^nnuning r^ tB^ 
Lord Chancdbr, or Lord BrQugha2% or 
anybody, how* her huahaad was aitraj^ped; 
infta a regular snaze, under pretence q£ 
looking over an account, whidi he had na^ 
boainess whatever with — much leas to^ pay 
v^.Lady Fitzh(wix^ as it nmst 

hfi¥0been.. And. Lady Fitadiauton woii*!^ 
der& how his lordahip could hai^* done 
do^ if Ae Aa<2 incMDn a22, and. how mueb 
tvwse d&0 might ha^^re served hrnil Xa 
flbow what kind of a person Mrs. SparMedr 
ton. is, and wiietiier ecerghody prefers har 
tOi Lady Fitzhauton/ or not; Lady E.. is 
mmt firmly^ conyinced ti^at the wuiket 
etmttwi knew v&y wdl^ along that Yi»i 
erant Beville was not* at all. afiber her, \sak 
ipoais courting Lady Fitziiaoton' — ^whixsh* h« 
-ms, as much as ever a man. possihljir 
Could — and Mr3» Sparkleton has a letter 
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which proves^^ it, if s^ would only show 
itr All this k to be^ in siriet ctmjideme ; 
bat Mrs. Sparkleton has a letter Lord 
Be^e wrote to Lady Mtzh^otoii, which 
showB very dearly who he was rea% 
after, and hem Lady Fita&Hitoaa Hoght 
haskve nm away with him, if she had 
chosen^ she has no doubt. He was cmly 
makiTig fiin of Mrs. Sparklet^ and Mi9k 
Sparkleton knows it; but he was despe- 
rately in lov^ with Lady Fxtzhaaton, and 
evai if he was asked, wcmld most libeiy 
not deny it. 

. " However, to iftake peaces and out of 
Christian; goodness, Lady Fitahanton is* 
willing to come to tarms^ if his lorddbap 
mil cOTObt home to Fitsshamton Eoose, and 
promise, upon his word and honour^ nex/er 
to speak to Mrs. Sparkleton again, and 
never to go ^ere she is, or ait in kor 
company agaixi a» long as 1^ liTes, and to 
leond Papa four or five thou^o^i pouoads 
to pay for some com next month. Asd; 
Lady Fitdiauton will agree to forgive 
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Mrs. Sparkleton, and not to expose her,. 
a3 she intended, if she ^rill immediately 
marry her brother, Mr. Midas, and promise 
nZ to »»ne any,*ere ^ J Lad, 
Fitzhauton is, and never to speak to Lord 
Fitzhauton again, or look at him even ; or 
else she will consider the arrangement 
broken, and tell eveiy one of her shock- 
ing behaviour. 

^ " Lord Fitzhauton must reply directly, 
or proceedings will commence for a di- 
vorce the moment Papa can spare the 
money." 

*^ Wen, Mrs. Sparkleton?" said the said 
lord, at the conclusion of this judicious; 
overture of reconciliation. 

"Well, Lord Fitzhauton?" replied Mrs. 
Sparkleton. 

"Z? there a letter of the kind? Did 
you really know that Lord Deville was 
courting her ladyship (as she calls it) and 
help to betray me?" exclaimed Fitzhau- 
ton, fiercely. 
. It may be thought that Mrs. Sparkle- 
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tou was not very likely to answer such 
a question in the affirmative, at any time. 
But now she was irritated to the highest 
possible pitch against her accuser; en- 
raged at the thought of being represented 
in a light at once so secondary and so 
base; exasperated with /die triumph af* 
forded to Lady Fitzhauton's vanity; 
afraid of its effects on one so easily led 
away by dazzle and effect as Lord Fitz- 
hauL; imteted to excess witix the pros- 
pect of his abandonment, held out as 
the condition of reconciliation, after she 
had lost — ^she had too much reason to 
fear — ^her position in society, on his ac- 
count.. Besides, the desperation of her 
pecuniary afBeiirs — rlove, jealousy, and re* 
venge — spoke so powerfully to the con* 
trary, that we really should have thought 
it infinitely more surprising if Mrs. 
Sparkleton had answered with the truth, 
than with a denial of that generally 
inconvenient goddess's statements. And 
then it was not the truth, this flagrant 
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azni posLtLye aocosatbn v£ canspkaey and 

hove very cleady seen that all the time she 
had never once farmed a dear intenticm 
CBT idea an the subject, or even on that of 
ker own eondnot or purposes! We de- 
clare onr belief that she would have been 
as ixrach startled, at any stage of the 
sf air but the last, as anybody, to have 
percdved to what kind of catastrophe it 
ivas tending* 

^ Did I really know that Lord DeviQe 

iroa^Gouzting^ yosur wife, sir? Did I 

areaSIy aid him in that notable project ?--*- 

And is there ^a letter fix>m ima^ to h^r 

ladygdiip, in iny possession, which proves 

-the sante?" she said, with an astonidk- 

-m€ait which no actress could have sur- 

passed. ^' I leave yon to judge yonrselP, 

.fldr; contenting myself with informing 

yon^-4is I think I formerly did — that 

there is no foimdation far Lady Fi^ 

imauton's insinnaition, other tihan her own 

absurd vanity and absurd attempts Ipo 
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Jforoe Lard DeviUe into a flktatioii mth 
lier, became she rtbought it fashionsbie 
(to have a cortejo, or (^Taliere servente^ 
1 suppose, as they have in ISpain and IMy J 
—As to my mdrng him!— I think, most 
people 'wdU admit I was not very likely 
to do so! and in fact I assure you that ^ 
this moment I believe Lord DevLQe would 
give his right Imnd for mine-^— and under 
the cirouBiBtances I shall perhaps ibe 
icampeUed to prove so, by acceptii^ it J 
Lady Fitzhauton surely wants to get 
rid of you by an ea^er process than a 
^idae aocusation — «he wants to urge you 
auto Sk duel witiii Lord BewEe! And m 
to any letter in n^ possesdon — the xmStjf 
OIK I kn(m .aiiytlimg about^ fixm hfe 
IsEdi^p to Lady Fitzhauton, is an rn^ 
*-J to . slwber^ Fea*, o. «m.. 
:£lmig of that sort, which was so elegantly 
wxitteoi that lindosed it,:as a model of 
.good taste, to a Mend in Paris — where 
you may see it if you should happen to 
^ there tiiis summer.'" 
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^^ I shaQ g^ ibsxef doubtleas, if you go^ 
Mrs* Sparklet(m! — I ples^ge n^ flBdb to 
that! — And promise me you will go to 
Paris, and that you will not stay and 
marry that pragmatical old coxeomby 
^th his Stcawberry Feaste!" exclaimed 
Lord Fitzhauton, with vehemence. 

" Well, I am not excessively inclined to 
do so — at least, not at present^— for I know 
he tried to annoy me by affecting to pay 
some attentions toLady Fitzhauton,'' said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, and yet seeming to hesi- 
tate, as if any choice remained to hei^. 

" Did he, indeed?" repeated Lord Fitz- 
hauton, with a vivacity which excited 
Mrs. Sparldeton's alarm still more vividly, 
on another score. *' Then, by Heaven, I 
wiU have his real motives and purposes 
^nore clearly ascertained ! I am supposed^ 
I imagine, to have wronged him in this 
jrecent affair ; but if he don't challenge me, 
I shall conclude he has wronged me, and 
challenge him!" 

*' My dear Fitzhauton, how can you 
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talk so ! — You would utterly ruin me with 
society ! " exclaimed the lady. " I repeat 
again — I am going to Paris to-morrow— 
where I have no doubt Lord Deville will 
foUow me, whUe you— at the price of a 
few submissions and humiliations, no 
doubt, your wife will be graciously pleased 
to receive you home again, and restore^ou 
to your usual allowances and perquisites 
in her household !" 

'^ If you will promise to go to Paris 
to-morrow, and not to let Deville follow 
you, I will leave her for ever — ^money, 
and mother, and all !" returned the young 
nobleman, with a side, but most emphatic 
glance at Charity Green, as much as to 
say, " If she were not here, I would say, 
that henceforth, on those terms, I dedicate 
the remainder of my life to you — and you 
alone ! " 

" But what security have I of thatf — 
I confess I should not like to be without 
a friend whom I liked, in th6 whole world 
— ^though one can do as well without 

VOL. m. T 
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tHngd of the $ort in Paris^ as anywhere 
in the world!" replied Mrs* Sparkleton, 
with an answering glance, which seemed 
to say, " Never mind her; she is too 
simple to understand anything but in the 
plainest words." And, indeed, Charity 
listened to this conversation with a very re- 
markable expression of bewildered doubt. 

" I will attend you to Paris in person, 
dearest Geraldine ! — I will not leave you 
another moment all the days of my exist- 
ence, if you will suffer me to devote it to 
your service !" replied the peer. 

" Oh, no, no, no ! — ^I cannot live with- 
out people's names in my visiting books- 
Such a step would quite compromise me 
with society," said Mrs. Sparkleton, with 
horror. " I shall go alone, af course — ^but 
of course I cannot hinder anybody from 
going to Paris, also, that chooses. The ne- 
cessity of my affairs compels me ; I must 
go while they sell off my railway shai^s^ 
At present I could no more pay what I 
owe than the Ij^ational Debt ! That wiii 
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be sure to come out in time, and will 
account for my absence — awhile my return 
will satisfy everybody that I have plenty 
of money again !" 

" I shall be proud to be your banker 
meanwhile, Mrs. SparMeton ! — ^But as to 
tHe absurd sum Lady Fitzhauton wants 
me to give her father, I could not get 
it if I were to sell myself!" said Fitz- 
hauton. 

''^ AgainV observed Mrs. Spartleton, 
with bitterly satirical emphasis. " And 
now it is aJl arranged; I pledge myself 
to my part of the conditions, — and you, 
my lord — " 

" Will give none — ^need give none, but 
your own charms, dearest Geraldiae ! and 
the passionate love I shall cherish for you 
to the latest moment of my life T' returned 
his lordship, with wmth, and snatching 
Mrs. SparUeton'a hand to his Hps» A 
momentary vi^on crossed the lady's mind^ 
dP an accidental meeting she had once 
wztaeased between Lord Deville and Mis» 

t2 
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Captain Fauxpas, in Paris, sometime after 
they had become alienated. But the 
Kghthouses of experience are erected in 
vain for humanity — ^tossed and driven on 
its seas of passion ; and she said, mth a 
smile, which seemed like returning sin- 
shine to a stormy sky, "I shall expect 
you, then — ^but to-night, good night!— 
Miss Green has promised to assist me; 
and we ought to set to work at once— for, 
perhaps, I might even be personally de- 
tained. When msLj one expect you in 
Paris?" 

" To-morrow evening !" 

". Not quite so soon, if you please ! Give 
me at least two days' start in the Morning 
Post!" 

" Very well. It is an immense time ; 
but I ought not to leave town, either, 
ijntil I hear what sort of humour DeviUe 
is in ; for Lady Fitzhauton will be sure to 
tell him everything! — ^Good night, then, 
dearest Geraldine ! — This shall be our last 
parting, my own at last! — Miss Green, 
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you will help Mrs. Sparkleton to pack, no 
doubt; and your cousin will be much 
obliged to you of course for facilitating 
her departure." 

" Oh, don't, sir — don't, ma^am — agree on 
such a wicked thing! — ^Remember, it is 
forbidden in the Ten Commandments! — 
You might be drowned on the way, or 
killed on a raUroad— don't venture on 
snxch wickedness!" ejaculated Charity 
Green, actually clasping her hands in the 
energy of intreaty . 

Both parties stood astounded at the 
indecency of the allusion — amazed at the 
impropriety of the expression ! 

Lord Fitzhauton recovered the first. 

" Yes, I ought to go with you, dearest 
Mrs. Sparkleton, to watch over your 
^ety and comfort ! But where are Miss 
Green's senses gone wool-gathering?" 

^^ It is the most absurd supposition pos- 
sible — I could prove my entire innocence 
to any person of common sense," said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, albeit confusedly. " Pray, 
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my lord, liave you not the identical note 
which Lord Devflle's ridiculous jealousy, 
and the garbled paper he found, has iso 
strangely perverted?" 

" I have it here," replied Fitzhauton, 
producing the required dociunent, 

" You may read it, Miss Green; you 
see it has the post-mark and everything 
quite correct," continued Mrs. Sparldeton. 
" I iDtend to send a copy by you to Lady 
Fitzhauton, and you can certify that it is 
a true one." 

" I wiU — I will do anything — ^if you wiU 
only promise not to go, on this arrange- 
ment, to Paris," exclaimed Charity. ** Oh, 
Mrs. Sparkleton, do stay, do stay, and 
marry Lord Deville, if you can." 

" Geraldine, I rely upon your promise; 
I am determined Deville never shaU pos- 
sess you, if I die for it !" said Fitzhauton, 
with angry vehemence. 

" You may rely upon my promise, aad 
daim it in Paris as soon as you like, after 
to-morrow," said Mrs. Sparkleton. 

" Good night, then, dearest." 
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" Good night then, my dear, dear Fitz* 
hauton," 

And Mrs. Sparkleton accompaoied his 
lordship to the door — to the head of the 
stairs, where they communed yet awhile; 
mi ihe dismayed Charity distinctly saw 
them embrace as they parted ! 

Mrs. SparUetoB,^ fact, returned with 
the look of a woman who has made up her 
mind to brave everything. She was no 
longer tearful, .Z^ed, submissive. 
And yet she was moved and troubled with 
the expression of intense sorrow and in- 
treaty in Charity's face as she returned. 
" You are the best of creatures, my good 
girl," she said, after a moment's thought ; 
" but you are frightened without cause. 
Besides, what can I do? I am actually at 
this moment a positive beggar. They 
have seized aU my valuables — ^perhaps 
they will soon seize myself. And unless 
I get a pan of charcoal, and shut myself up 
with it, alaParisienne,Imust — goabroad." 

"Why not marry Lord Deville, ma- 
dam ? He thoroughly deserves you!" 
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said poor Charity, with that simplicity of 
expression which characterised her. 

" Because, my good girl, though I con- 
cealed it to prevent a duel, or something 
of that sort, I do really think — ^you know, 
Lord Deville 13 quite a rake of an old 
fellow — I think he must have had designs 
on Lady Fitzhauton. I'll show you a letter 
of his — the letter — and would you have 
me mai^ a man of that sort? Besides, 
after this recent affair, perhaps he really 
would not have me, myself — though it was 
Lady Fitzhauton he made his butt of, and 
not me. It stands to reason ! — she is mar* 
ried; what could he want with her?" 

And not troubling greatly to preserve 
consistency with her former statements, 
or perhaps more anxious to convince the 
remonstrator of the necessity of her pro- 
cedure, Mrs. Sparkleton produced the 
famous Strawberry note, from a private 
escritoire. This she read aloud, with great 
emphasis on the more salient points ; and 
concluded with the very rational inference, 
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" Now, don't you see, by the things she 
says against me, and the efforts he makes 
to set people against me — ^that is, Lady 
Fitzhauton — -he could have meant no good 
either to her or to me?" 

*' God forgive him !" sighed Charity- 
" But I shall not — ^in a hurry ! He has 
done me incalculable mischief! — ^you may 
prevent him from doing a good deal more," 
continued Mrs. Sparkleton. "It is the 
story of the judgment of Solomon again! 
Lady Fitzhauton wants to get her hus* 
band into a duel — she would not mind if 
he were killed, so that she might get into 
the papers — ^but I cannot bear the idea of 
the least danger being incurred by him ! 
Believe me, Miss Green, that is why I 
want him to come to Paris ! But I can- 
not always be watching over them ! What 
I intreat of you to do, as a last im- 
measurable goodness, accordingly, is to 
let Lord Deville see a complete copy of 
my nete to Fitzhauton, that he may have 
a reasonable pretext to think himself not 
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80 ill-treated as to require satisfactioB. 
Men are such fools, you know ! — and fca* 
you to tell him, from me, that if he daree 
to utter a word against me, or to abet 
Lady Fitzhauton in her false accusations^ 
or to challenge Lord Fitzhauton, or do 
anything of that sort, which may com- 
promise me, and countenance ridiculous 
reports, I will show this letter to Fitzhau- 
ton, and have it published in all the 
papers; and then he will be scouted by 
all the world, for the most hypocritical, 
designing, wicked old feUow in it !" 

Charity Green listened; and an extra- 
ordinary thought came into her head as 
she listened— extraordinary for her, at 
least, to conceive — ^it was so complex, bold, 
and decisive — a real coup de maitre! 

" I wiU show a copy of this note, not 
only to Lord Deville, but to Lady Fitz- 
hauton and her family; and I will teU 
his lordship about the letter — and I will 
help you to pack up at once — ^if you will 
promise to me not to let Lord Fitzhauton 
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know where you reside in Paris — ^not to 
write to Mm, till you receive a letter from 
me !" she said, with sudden energy. 

"Agreed!" replied Mrs. Sparkleftan, 
rather dubiously, and very much as if she 
only promised to soothe the applicant. "But 
— I am sure I do not know how or where 
to begin packing; — ^where is Florine?-^— 
Florine has surely not had the impudence 
to go to bed without my leave ?" 

But Florine had gone to bed without 
leave! She enjoyed the confidence of 
John the footman, and saw no reason, from 
his report, to deprive herself of her natural 
rest, for a mistress who was so likely 
very soon to cease to be so. Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton was so exasperated, that she weot 
and roused the sleeper herself, and with 
such manifestations of anger that, if 
Florine had not been seduced by the 
magic words—" I am going to Paris im- 
mediatdy!" she might perhaps have en- 
countered a feminine edition of John the 
footman's impertinence. As it was, she 
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attracted the notice of the vigilant Gird- 
iron, who had been graciously pleased to 
take up his quarters for the night in the 
best bedroom of the house, except Mrs. 
Sparkleton's — ^who had not the old super- 
stition of reserving the very best for any 
guest whatever. 

This worthy dressed himself with all 
convenient spU descended-and a tap 
from his lean long knucHes at Mrs. 
Sparkleton's door startled that lady, her 
nSd, and Charhy Green, in the midbt of 
a most interesting discussion, as to the 
particular trunk in which they should 
stow a favourite and latest court dress — 
the one in which she meant to pay 
her respects — ^to whoever or whatever 
might be in possession of the TuOleriea, 
unmediatdy on .mving. 

" Can't have nothing removed from the 
house, ma'am, by night — ^tain't suffered \ 
ha, ha!" said Mr. Girdiron, through the 
key-hole, in his derisive, funereal tones. 

Charity, however, poor girl, had seen a 
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sheriffs officer in former times, and had 
some idea of the extent of his powers- 
" You cannot hinder a lady from taking 
her own clothes, sir," she said — ^very 
meekly. 

" And, besides, don't — and here is half 
a sovereign for you !" said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, handing out the money — and Mr. 
Girdiron, remarking, " I an't allowed to 
take money," took it, nevertheless, and 
added — after a moment's internal struggle 
— "Well, as you are such a real lady, 
ma'am,I don't mind if I tell — I should 
advise you, if I was you, to make quick 
work of it — ^for Mrs. Skinflintz told me, 
if I had any suspicion of your intending 
to bolt, to send her word, and she 'd get 
something what 'ud hinder you !" 

This hint was not without its effect, 
and a very strong one, on Mrs. Sparkleton 
— ^too strong, indeed* She spoke the truth 
when she said that she felt herself as 
" nerveless as a sack," and sank on a sofa 
very much in the style of such an article, 
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suffered to fall in coUapfle. But Charity 
supplied her place most amply ; and, very 
sKortly after daybreak — quite in time for 
the first Dover train — she had everything 
in readiness for a departure. Mrs. Spar- 
Ueton then consented to go, provided Cha- 
rity would accompany her to the station^ 
and see that her luggage was properly 
stowed; for she was quite incapable, she 
declared, of looking to anything of the 
sort herself; and Florine was ^^ quite a 
fbol in everything but dressing one !" 

She took care, however, before she went,, 
to send a note of her departure to a 
£Eishionable morning journal, which she an- 
tedated by a day; and confiding a copy of 
her former fatal epistle to Lord Fitzhau- 
ton, and a thousand times exacting firosa 
Charity Green a renewal of the promise to 
convey her resolution on the subject of the 
Strawberry note to Lord Deville, she at 
last consented to set forth on her flight* 
Three loaded cabs with difficulty con- 
vened ^^a few abeohite necessaxies," £oir 
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the lady and her maid, themselves oc« 
cupying a fourth with Charity Green. 

It was so early in the morning that 
Mrs. Sparkleton had reason to hope she 
could have proceeded on her journey, 
without exciting any observation, which 
she greatly dreaded. In fact, the dull of 
early day was still very perceptible ; and 
the sun had hardly attained any power. 
Nevertheless, she was surprised, and soon 
a little dismayed, to observe how many 
persons seemed afoot — and persons, too, 
of &shion, and apparent respectability of 
various kindia — ^in the commonly accepted 
sense of that word, meaning those who 
are well-dressed, and seem to have money 
in their pockets. By the time they 
reached London Bridge, the number of 
people traversing the streets, seemingly 
intent on some great object, imd all pro- 
ceeding in the same direction, stirred the 
anxious wonder of Charity Green also. 
A continuous stream of people, now 
darkened with the masses of a vast and 
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haggard populace, flowed past in never- 
ceasing current, strengthened by new 
accessions at every comer and turning of 
the streets. 

" Is it so every morning, Miss Green? 
— ^Is this about the time when people go 
into the city to do all the work there?" 
Mrs. Sparkleton had inquired several 
times — receiving only a perplexed and 
doubtful answer from the inexperienced 
oracle appealed to — when the mystery 
was suddenly explained. 

" I say, Bill, do you think them cabs 
has lots of the nobs in them a-going to see 
her turned off ?' said a dustman, who, 
all begrimed with ashes, and smoking 
a short pipe, was stalking hastily along 
beside a costermonger with a ginger-beer 
truck. 

" I shouldn't think so, because why? 
them as could afford to ride has been 
there all night, in their proper places, 
a-taking it easy in the windows opposite, 
wot has been fitted up as good as a 
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theatre, for to see them swmg !" replied 
the itinerant restaurateur. 

" Oh!" exdaiiaed Mrs* Sparkleton, 
with a slight shudder; " now, I remem* 
ber— poor Mrs. Redgold is to be hung 
to-day, and her husband with her ! 
Don't you remember, Miss Green; 
haven't you heard? They murdered 
some sort of an exciseman, or cus- 
tomhouse-officer for — for his Railway 
Scrip!" 

And " poor Mrs. Eedgold " was hanged 
on that day — ^in black satin, with a hand- 
some black lace veil on her head, which 
concealed the blacker agonies of her doom 
{r(»n the opera * glasses of the distin- 
guished audience posted in the boxes be- 
S«tg««iddr<l&v«*«*, which a 
Hberal and enterprising manager, Justice, 
offers every now and then to the public 
amusement. But Mrs. Sparkleton was 
half-way at Dover, starting — ^will it be 
believed ? — ^ina^ parliamentary train,before 
the illustrious gold-worshipper in ques- 

VOL. III. u 
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tioninet her doom, in oompariy mth tiie 
fatuous villain, h&e spoose. 

Mrs. Redgold had only carried out the 
great principle of the sect to which she 
belonged, to an excess disapprored hy 
society. She had offered a living sacrifice 
to the Modem Moloch — ^¥^ch » not con> 
sidered right! We may sacrifice— nay, 
we aree^esdyenjdned bylhedoctrii^ 
of the re^ to sacrifice our own and 
our cluldren's hearts and affectioBs, all 
the nobler aims and objects of existence, 
to the supremacy of the deified Fiend in 
question. But vre nmst not precisely kill 
a man ! Mrs. Bedgold did. She invited 
a friend to a dinner — for which she made 
no other preparation than a grave and a 
loaded pistol; and after having debased 
herself for years to a priest of the infernal 
Deity she worshipped — old, ugly, mean- 
spirited, and avaridoos — she finally sacri- 
ficed herself on an altar contrived for the 
purpose, in the kitchen of a lowly abode; 
but destined thenceforth to become the 
shrine of many an exalted pilgrimage ! 
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CHAPTER XII, 

Abter seeing Mrs. Sparideton fairly en 
routej and having received, as a parting 
cajolery, the name o»f the hotel to which 
she meant to go, information of which she 
was to enjoy the exclusive possession for a 
day or two. Charity Green set out, weary, 
sad, and pale with exhaustion of body 
and mind, to walk to Brompton. Her 
object was to assure Miss Dishnap of her 
safety, about which she feared her friend 
would be very uneasy, to refresh herself 
with a little rest and tea, and then to make 
the best of her way to Lord Deville's, 
on the singular commisaon with which 
she was charged, and on another of her 

u2 
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own, which would excite the reader's 
misgivings as much as Charity's herself, 
if we thought it advisable to put him in 
any trepidation by the disclosure until we 
are obliged. 

Charity arrived at Miss Dishnap's little 
mansion of cleanliness and order about 
six o'clock on a fine summer morning. 
This was her usual hour to rise, or even 
earlier; and indeed, as Miss Dishnap had 
not gone to bed that night, it was not 
very surprising that the door was opened 
with singular promptitude to Charity's 
well-known, timid rap. But it was a 
little surprising, perhaps, that immediately 
Miss Dishnap, who opened the door, had 
recognised the visitor, with her fagged, 
spent, wo-begone countenance, she banged 
it to again, in her face ! 

Alas, poor Charity, thou didst not ex- 
pect this kind of reception ! Thou didst 
not know how haggard thou wert looking, 
how little Miss Dishnap could account 
for thy unaccountable absence all night ; 



OR, THE BATS W£ LITE IK. 293 

thou didst not take into consideration 
what >an ill opinion she had formed of the 
lady who took thee in a cab from the 
bazaar the night before ; how she had 
Bpent the whole interval in anxiety of the 
acutest kind, blaming herself and thee; 
how, finally, she had come to the conclusion 
that thou wert weary of thy poverty and 
misery, and had wilfully suffered thyself 
to be inveigled into some den of infe^my ; 
whence thou hast dared to present thyself 
in her pure and, truth to say, very old- 
maidish presence ! Charity only remem- 
bered aU this when the door was closed 
in her feuse. 

Nevertheless she ventured, after an 
interval, to rap again~-without producing 
any effect. Her natural timidity and 
nervousness of character then began to 
exercise their sway over her. She began 
to get frightened lest she should be oh- 
served by the neighbours, lest curiosity 
and speculation should be aroused; and 
in great consternation walked away at 
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tibe very momaat ndien JM^ 
adiamed of her ebuUitioii of temper, wA 
fltaruck with the thought that she m^t 
be mirtaken, had made iq> h^ mmd to 
open the door and admit her — if ahe imfy 
rapped again! 

Three hours more of painfol and eor- 
Kwful wandering in the streets, a cop of 
cocoa at a moveable shop which disposed 
of the beverage hissing hot to passengers, 
were poor prepaantives to the interxiev 
Charity was yet determined to seek witih 
Lord DeviUe. She had only a penny in 
ber podost, and was therefore obliged to 
content herself with this humble and not 
very inviting re&eshment. 

At ten o'clock. Charity thought she 
m%ht present herself to the notice of his 
lordship without fear of being inoonp 
veniently early; and thw she discovered 
that she had forgott^i to ascertain his 
direction &om Mrs. Sparkleton« Nevei?- 
theless she. had some indistinct idea of his 
place of residence, and imagined, not 
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irithoat reason^ tlist a personage of so 
mach importance would be easily dis« 
covered in his neighbouhood. And, 
indeed, she was not Ixmg in ascertaining 
Lord Deville's abode — at irtiich she pre- 
sented herself with a heart too weary to 
throb any longer, even if she had not lost 
so much of henr old superstiiion towards 

* 

rank and title. 

The servant who admitted Charity 
Green into Lord DevdUe'a stately mansion 
stared with astcmiahment at her when she 
requested permifislon to see the noble 
master of the house. He tiiooght that^ 
at most, she had come to pay her respects 
to one of the honsekeeper's underlings. 
But he was a man of great experience, 
both in the world and in his master's 
habits, and he repli^ with urbanity that 
his lordahip had only just gcme to bed,—* 
was only jttst returned firom Horsemonger 
Lane, and con8equently''<Hmless her bosi* 
very pressing-^he should not 
disturb him. 
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"From Horsemonger Lane!" thought 
Charity Green, but — " Oh, yes, it is ex- 
ceedingly pressing," she said, " I come 
from a lady — a lady — a lady who — " 

" If there is a lady in the case, I will 
deliver any message," said the urbane 
lackey; a great con);rast to the proud 
porter of Madame Millefleur's establish- 
ment. 

" You need only say— if he will get up 
for a minute — ^it is of the utmost import- 
ance I should see him directly." 

The lackey gave a courteous, pleasing^ 
inexpUcable sl^nd disappeaL. He 
returned in a few moments with word 
that if she had a note she might give it to 
him to deliver ; if a message, she might 
ascend with it in person. 

Charity Green, in the eagerness of her 
ideas, overlooked some obvious considera- 
tions which ought to have occurred to 
her ; and it was not until she found her-» 
self ushered into his lordship's chamber, 
where he lay in bed, with only his head 
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visible from the sheets, cased in a pretty 
scarlet silk nightcap, that she imagined in 
the least that her reception was to be in 
the precise style of an ancient royal levee ! 
Ere she could express her surprise, or 
perhaps some other sentiment, the dis- 
creet lackey had vanished, closing the 
door after him,— and his lordship, taking 
a rather sleepy but curious stare at her 
from the pillow, observed: — "Well, my 
dear, whom is the pretty little message 
from? But really I don't think she was 
very wise to send so pretty a messenger.'' 

mentarily. It showed his lordship's 
command over his temper to admiration, 
for, after all, he had not been so much 
amused with the ^>ectacle in Horse- 
monger Lane as he had expected. The 
woman kept her head too carefully covered 
up : the man merely looked deadly white 
and foolish, and quivered in the joints* 
And then, after all, it gave his lordship 
a sensation he neither desired nor ex- 
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peeted — ^thoagh he had bargained for a 
strbog one — when those two nnserable 
figures were swung off like carrion crows 
in the air. He did not like to see a lady 
hanged — ^and really Mrs. Kedgold lo(A:ed 
quite ladylike in her Uack satin gown 
and lace coiffure I His lordsbip had 
oofy expected to see a tnHmuin hanged. 
He was tired, too, with sitting up aU 
n^t, in a miserable little dungeon of a 
room, to see the thing at all; and his 
head ached with the champagne he had 
been obliged to drink to keep his spirits 
up to the proper pitch for enjojring tiiat 
sort of thing. 

^' My name is Charity Green, my lord; 
I thought 3^our lordship was up ! Alder- 
man Gullibull's niece, my lord ! " re- 
plied Charity, in consternation, moving to 
the docxr. 

f^ So I am up — I can't say particolart^ 
wide-awake! — I mean I can hardly be* 
lieire in my own eyes ! — the quiet, demure, 
orderly young creature I seem to re- 



OB^ THE DAYS WS UYE IN. 299 

member by that name," said his lord* 
slip, staring with wider ^^es than ever, 
**and actoaUy it is you! " 

" I want to speak to your lordship— I 
have a message fr<»n Mrs* Sparkleton,'^ 
said Charity, putting her hand on the 
door-latch. 

^'From Mrs. Sparkleton? Well, my 
lordship is here — don't run away; I 
protest to you I won't eat you," said his 
lordship, rising ia considerable agitation 
on his elbow. *'Pray, don't run away, 
Miss Green ! — Don't be alarmed, though 
I own the quilt is a little fanciful, covered 
as it is with a dancing corps de ballet. It 
is a Parisian taste, not nnne ! — or stay, as 
you really look quite frififhtened of me, I 

H^self the honour — ^Royston! (and he 
rang his bell very briskly), show Miss 
Green into the In-eakfast-parlour, wher^ 
will join her immediately." 

In a few moments tibe viscount had 
dressed himself in the morning costmne 
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indicated, and though he was rather hur* 
ried and anxious, not without some atten- 
tion to effect. He even put on a new 
pair of embroidered sHppers for the occa- 
sion. He was a little flurried and asto- 
nished certainly on first recognising 
Charity Green, but he had now thoroughly 
resumed the rdle which he considered his 
right in the recent discovery — ^that of an 
injured man. 

"Well, Miss Grew," he said, as he 
entered, "you will excuse my foolish 
valet — a fellow who has been in some 
very bad services, I should think, to 
make so great a mistake as to — ^but I own 
I am myself astonished to see a young 

maimer keeping up any species of con-» 
nexion with a won^n, who like Mrs* 
Sparkleton — but you are perfectly ac- 
quainted with the afflictmg particulars." 

" But you are not, sir, perhaps," said 
Charity, with a little hesitation. " Mrs. 
Sparkleton has desired me to present you 
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with this copy — which I can witness is an 
exact one— of the original note to Lord 
Fitshauton — ^which caused all the mis- 
chief, by your finding a piece of blotting- 
paper that had taken an impression only 
of what inculpated Mrs. Sparkleton !" 

"Good heavens! how do you know 
that?" exclaimed his lordship, mecha- 
nically takmg the offered writing. 

" Lady Fitzhauton has written to her 
husband, to tell him how you made love 
to her ; how you made addresses to Mrs. 
Sparkleton your cover ; and how you 
induced her to go to Madame Millefleurs," 
replied Charity. 

"Foolish, inexpressibly foolish, vain^ 
heartless doll of a woman! You don't 
really mean to say that she has done so 
prodigious an act of selfish senselessness ?" 
exclaimed the viscount, starting up and 
traversing the room with a^tated strides. 

"I heard Lord Fitzhauton read the 
exstct worda to Mrs. Sparkleton, and 
demand of her your letter, which her 
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Ia4i3rship declared offered Aill eonfiimation 
to her worda ! " replied Charity. She had 
aa excellent memory, and she repeated 
ahnost verbatim theentire contents of Lady 
Fitzhauton's commnnication to her sponse. 

" Unparalleled folly ! prodigy of silli- 
ness and vanity !" exclaimed the viscount, 
who perceived very clearly that the repe- 
tition owed nothing to invention; "and 
people who know only what they hear 
about the circumstances will be sure to 
consider me a prodigy of duplicity and — 
and — ^I don't know what, but something 
very horrible, of course ! " 

" They wiU iadeed ! " exclaimed Charity, 
with great earnestness. " They will con- 
sider you a wonderfully bad man — espe* 
cially after what you did once before !" 

" I shall be scouted out of all society,'* 
muttered the viscount; "there cannot 
be a doubt of it: Mrs. Sparkleton, of 
course, produced my foolish letter, and I 
may expect a message from Lord Fitz- 
hauton in the course of the morning? '^ 
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^^ No, Mrs. Sparkleton did not ; she 
has taken it with her to Paris,*' le^ed 
Charity Green. 

" To Paris ! — ^has Mrs, Sparkleton gone 
to Paris? — but are you sure she did not 
Bhaw the letter?" 

^^She d^ed having it — ^but as Lord 
Fitzhaixton int^ids to follow her there 
immediately, she will be sure, out of 
revenge, to let him see it at last!" 

^^ Intends to follow Mrs. Sparkleton to 
Paris?* repeated the viscount with asto- 
nishment. " Wdl ! — that might do very 
well — ^it will confirm everything! — ^But 
yet it really is a pity so fine a woman 
should iSacrifice hersdf to such a strutting 
jackanapes as that!'' 

" But he don't mean to go unless you 
challenge him ! — ^For he says, if you don't 
he shall be convinced that he is the 
injured party, and shall challenge you ! " 

"Amazing! — most extraordinary logic 
indeed ! " exclaimed Lord Deville. " Any- 
way, it seems, we are to have an exposS 
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and a meeting, and he makes certain of 
killing me ! — and it is not at all unlikely; 
he is a first-rate shot ! " 

^^ Or else you must kill him, in an 
unjust quarrel, and be a murderer T' said 
Charity, with strange solemnity, for one 
who generally spoke with as little «n- 
phasis as possible, to. avoid attracting 
notice. 

^^ What odd, startling, unpleasant 
words you use, Miss Green!" exclaimed 
the viscount, quite out of temper, and 
very considerably agitated. "I don't 
want to kill the man j but any way, my 
character, which has cost me such a 
world of trouble to repair, is irretrievably 
ruined! But I certainly shall not set 
myself up as a mark for any man's 
bullets, without making an effort in self- 
defence. I am not so much troubled at 
that, as that I am almost certain — ^being 
in the power of a woman mortally 
offended-— my character will be given up 
to the ill-natured observations of the 
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vorld* Indeed, I shall be rather pleased 
if I caa give it Fitzhauton a little, as I 
did the other feUow, if it were only to 
punish that blonde little fool of a wife of 
lus^ who sacrificea everybody without the 
least scruple, to her intolerably selfish 
Tanity* And I own I shall like to do 
something that may prevent his journey 
to Paris, for I had no idea, until lately;, 
how extremely partial I am in reality to 
Mrs. Sparkleton I She is a woman of wit 
and judgment, that never would have 
behaved in the extraordinarily senseless 
manner Lady Fitzhauton has." 

" Oh, then, I'll teU you a way, my lord, 
to get entirely out of this scrape, and 
revenge yourself in quite a pleasant man- 
ner, without any danger of killing or 
being killed!" exclaimed Charity, with 
the enthusiasm of a great idea. " Set 
off immediately to Paris, and marry Mrs* 
Sparkleton before Lord Fitzhauton can 
get there ! I know her direction — ^nobody 
else does — and I will give it you. That. 

VOL. III. X 



806 THE CK)CI>-W(lDSHmSRS: 

will "be the greatest reveii^ pbssiUe far 
you to take upon Lord Fiteiiaatoa^ that 
win fflleDce all scandal, entifely rdhte 
Lady Fitzhauton, vex her very imu^ 
and make everjrthmg happy .and straight 
again." 

^^ My dear girl, this is really a most 
extraordinary idea — qnitaaai inapiGEatioiLl'' 
said the Tiscoiint, after ^a brief pause of 
surprise. - It woiild x^ertamly secure 
Urs. Sparkleton's secrecy witih regard to 
the letter; and she is a/very rich iKud 
handsome woman; and it wocdd he a 
divine trick to pky that paiiQ«red puppy. 
Fitzhauton ; a most ^en^hle mortifi* 
cation to his silly wife-^and really one 
owes society some reparation — ^and one 
oughtn't, if possible, to get entirely out of 
its good graces — and I am. a litfle tired 
of Paris, and Italy's too hot, and SA* 
Petersburg too cold, for my constrtution* 
I don't like Germany, and should detesek 
America; and it ds almost time one got 
married. But yet, after all—" 
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'*' Then are a million i^easons for, and 
aone that you can urgss against it !" nsg^ 
daimed Ohadty, .fiUing up Jthe pause of 
hesltalion. 

^^But yiet, I am afiwd, she greatly 
prefers Lord JFitzhauton/' continued the 
^count. 

^^ That is why it will be pleasant^r ior 
you to oust .him, I should think, air^ 
Besides, you cannojt he sure of that, for 
you have not yet tried sincerely to tou 
h&t affections to yourself,^' returned the 
mediatrix* 

'^ That 10 tm^ Qgaiu^" <mused the vis- 
count, ^smoothing his whislbrs /medi- 
tatively; '^ and I .don't imagine myself 
much inferior to Lord Eitzhauton in any 
XBfipect, unless he is, jii^haps, a .little 
yomiger. Do ypu think h^ looks so, Miss 
Green?' 

"I nevw con^pai^d yo\i, air; but I 
should think that would be another rea- 
^MU why you ^uld triumph in winning 
the day j&am himi," returned Charity. 

x2 
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" True again. Perhaps we might 
reverse the usual process, and hate one 
another before instead of after marriage. 
And I am certainly in a sad fix," said the 
viscount. "You have heard the anec- 
dote, Miss Green, of the man who was to 
be hanged unless he married the ugliest 
woman in the province — it was some- 
where in France, I believe. I could be 
almost tempted to imitate him and say, 
* Drive on !' too." 

"But Mrs. Sparkleton, I have heard 
every one say that ever saw her, is one 
of the handsomest women in the world!" 

" Yes, and she has the savoir-vwre in 
perfection! She does not in the least 
smell of bread and butter ! But suppos- 
ing I were to follow out your very extra- 
ordinary idea. Miss Green, wouldn't 
people laugh at me — ^wouldn't people say — 
you know what reports Lady Fitzhauton 
Ivould propagate?" 

", " She could not ; here is the exact copy 
of the note that deceived her, with a 
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broken impi^ssion-and she would not 
dare to say anything for fear of being 
laughed at as a foolish, mistaken person, 
who imagined you were in love with her, 
when it wiU plainly appear by your 
marriage you were really and truly 
courting Mrs. Sparkleton !" 

" But how do I know that Mrs. 
Sparkleton will receive my address, after 
what has passed?" said his lordship. 

" I am sure she will," replied Charity, 
with great energy. " I am quite sure of 
that ! You have only to go and declare 
yourself satisfied by the full contents of 
the note, whose blotted extracts alarmed 
you; and ofier the best reparation you 
can by marriage, and I am positive you 
will not be refused." 

" She instructed you then to say so?" 
returned the viscount, with a smile of 
much gratification; and as Charity kept 
a Jesuitical silence, he continued, — "I must 
allow, I always admired Mrs. Sparkleton's 
good taste and judgment. It is the only 
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^ssible solution of one's perplexities, I 
tSiink; so yon had better drive on, in me 
sense, Mr. Garman Destiny! I will nati 
be like that strange person, who would 
not even escape -the halter by tiie altarr 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

I 

Thbee or £3iir days after these occurs 
lences, Lord Fitzhaaton conaidered he 
had wted loBg enough for anjaprea- 
mxsL of hostile seiitiment from Loiai 
Bevflk, without receiving any, and am. 
dnded that he might novr di^art for 
Faiia wxdioat any appearance of a fii^Lt^ 
or any danger o£ compramisin^ Mi& 
^aiMetoii^s r^ntatijon* Well pleased, 
hei gave orders < to hia servantSi to prepare:, 
e^ioerything &r a trip to the Ccmtinesab^ 
wiendajig to start ia the aftemooa of: tlia 
dlQT in question. 

Lord Fitsdiauton enjoyed at present a 
very nice bachelor sort of existence. He. 
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had the house to himself; his wife con- 
tinued at Putney with her family, no 
doubt exasperated beyond reconciliation — 
at least he hoped so, after his treatment 
of her brother, and disdainful silence to 
herself. He had not his legs on the 
table, as an American gentleman might 
have, had under similar circumstances 
of tranquil domestic enjoyment — ^but he 
lolled at his ease, and in a most pleasant 
inood, in a swing chair, smoking a cigar 
in a room where even his aunt had never 
permitted him to do so. She, too, had 
not made her appearance since she had 
written him a most violent diatribe against 
Mrs. Sparkleton, threatening all the ven- 
geance of the gods (and Miss Scur- 
mucheon's were rather rum jokers!) on 
his head, (not to mention hellfire eternal,) 
unless he entirely and perpetually relin- 
quished that lady's society; which epistle 
her noble nephew had very politely in-^ 
dosed in a clean envelope and returned to 
her^ as a valuable testimony to posterity 
(£ her regard for his true interests. 
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Smoking this cigar, which was a most 
delicious Dos Amigos, fix>m the royal 
manufactory of Seville — ^for we love to be 
particular in the smallest matters that 
relate to great events — ^lulled into a deli- 
dous dream by the aromatic narcotic- 
thinking of Mrs. Sparkleton, and what a 
very, very handsome woman she was, and 
how her brilliant eyes would light up to 
welcome him in Paris that evening— his 
lordship seemed, to common observers, to 
be reading a newspaper which he held in 
his hand — neither can we absolutely de-^ 
cjare that he was not — his eye was cer- 
tainly running down the columns— only 
he did not take the least notice of what 
he read. It was no great wonder, per- 
haps: he was looking over some letter 
from a foreign correspondent, on foreign 
politics, and his lordship took little in- 
terest even in domestic ones, though he 
often voted on them. Still, the article 
was headed Paris, and that rather attracted 
bis attention — ^only dreamily, however — 
until suddenly he gave a very natural 
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8tact,.let his cigar fall, and dutcEed the 
newspaper almost to his eyes to reaJ 
agaia the foUowiiig rojSier unexpected. 
annooncem^Qt I 

^ The gseat talk in Engiiah drdea^josfe 
at present, is about a. marriage which, 
cama off yesterday at the Emba^, is 
the grandest style jmaginable. It hB» 
been so long on the iapia^ that it will not 
soxpriae the fasluonable world of Londbni 
to hear that yesterday, in the chapel. ofT 
the Embassy, by i^ecial licence, w^eis^ 
iHUted in the holy bonds of matrinuHiy^ 
tfaa Bight Honourable: Yiscount DeviUj^ 
aasi the Honourable Mirs* SparMeton, o£ 

Iiongacres, in the county of ^ widoir 

o£ tiie late Cokoiel SparMeton, o£ tha^ 
Gizaxds,. sixth and youngest daughter q£ 
tha late Right Honourable Baron St». 
Abw3m^ and granddaughter of the Duke) 

a£ •. Tha celebrity of both pairties 

im political and fashional)le circles mada; 
th® es^ent remaj?kaMe,. and we hare rareljr 
seen so distinguished a congregatioit 
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assembled Q»<m ike occasion. His Excels 
hney gatV^e the bride away, and a lai^ 
party partook of a splendid di^etmer with, 
the noble bride and bridegroom^ after 
which the happy pair started to spend the 
h0ne3ntnoon at a charming \aila belonging" 
to the late Colonel SparUeton, at Chan- 

tauy." 

This was too drcumstiantial a narrative 
to be donbted; Lord Fitzhauton was 
positive he held a newspaper in his hand 
of established authenticity in chronology 
of the kind ; at least he had never believed 
it capable of invention befbre^ — and un- 
doubtedly there was a certain aggregate 
of type and paper united under ike UBual 
heading beneath his gaze. Nevertheless 
he disbdieved in his own eyes^ in the 
paper, in the type, in the narratdve^ and? 
in himself, for nearly a couple of minutes.^ 
Then he looked again, and again^ and 
i^in, and still the article was there. 
Then he whistled, and walked to the 
window, and satisfied himself that people 
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were moving, about in a quiet, orderly 
manner, without any of the jumble and 
confusion of a dream. Then he walked 
to a mirror and satisfied himself of his 
own identity. Then he took the paper 
and read the article over three times more, 
and tried to persuade himself that the 
names were different, that it was not 
the Right Honourable Viscount and the 
Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton who were 
united, as the paper averred, in the holy 
bonds of matrimony. Then he dashed 
the paper down, and called himself the 
following names, omitting all his here- 
ditary titles and distinctions : " Fool, ass, 
booby, simpleton! — ^to believe a woman, 
to trust in a woman ! — Inexpi^essible ass, 
unutterable fool ! But it can't be ! She 
wouldn't dare !-^I'll run to Deville's this 
ipstant, and see if he is not at home ! " 

He clutched up his hat, and was about 
to sally forth furiously on this fruitful 
€tnterprise, when two visitors entering cut 
short his progress. And to crown his 
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misfortunes those two visitors were his 
wife and her mother ! . 

Both were in tears, both in disordered 
array, shorn of their usual splendours — 
and Lady Fitzhauton threw hierself into 
her husband's arms, in spite of all his 
attempts to avoid the affecting ceremonial, 
while Mrs. Gullibull sobbed and wept 
aloud like the bubbling of a whale sinking 
transfixed with harpoons in the Arctic 
Seas ! The only comparison we can find 
of sufficient grandeur to display all the 
energy of her effusion. 

" 0, my dear Fitzhauton I my own^ 
own husband ! you'U forgive me this one 
little time, won't you, and I'U never doubt 
you again ? I see it was all that wicked 
DeviUe trying to set me against you!" 
sobbed her ladyship, strenuously imitating 
the admired simile of the vine round the 
ehn. 

"Look how that cigar's burning the 
carpet!— But she's come back never to 
leave you no more, on no account!'^ 
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ejaculated Mrs. Gnllibull. ^'And Pve 
come, too, for a 'aylum jBrom ray euro 
house and home, for the bailiffs aare in it, 
and John's made a regular smash, and we 
are all ruined, and I^must stay here or go 
to the Refuge of the Destitute, or the 
Workhouse, for Til never sit where Ihat 
'Oirdiron's master ; and besides, they^n 
-ticket my very bed before iiheyVe done ! " 

" It is in the Gazette to-day I — ;Lodk, dear 
Charles, poor papa is in the Gazette to* 
day !" said Lady Fit^hauton, still weeping 
profoundly, and handing a paper, which 
Lord Fitzhauton had not 3ret «een, to his 
lordship. 

She thought that Fitzhauton sought 
with those arid eyes and trembling fingers 
for the Gazette of the day. She ascribed 
It -to the disorder of his spirits when she 
saw that he turned iio the births, maar- 
riages, and deaths instead! But die 
changed her opinion, when in a moment, 
with a JSeice livid with rage and despair, 
he exclaimed : " And have you the ixspB^* 
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tdence, Lady FitzHantcaoi, after your absixcd 
(b^iaviour with Lord Deville — after yam^ 
absurd accusations against him and Mrs. 
iSparldeton — lookhere, madam — afterthis ! 
■' — On the lath ultimo, ia the chapel of 
-ihe British Embassy, at Paris, the Eigitt 
jSonourable — the Eight Honourable— 
ike Right Honourable— read it yQurself, 
rxnadam! — You and your mother may 
]fitay in the louse if you like, but I'D not!" 
And out accordingly he jlung. 

On the same day, and about the saxlie 
lour, Charity Green was seated at her 
usual place in the bazaar, at wprik, with 
<faer ufiual quiet, reflective face. Mias 
iE^hnap waa finishing the embroidery of 
« Jittle Bcarlelt isoat, and enjoying hea* 
^Ks^quiite recreation-rrlistemng to the tune 
of " She is far from the land where her 
young liero sleeps," exquisitely per- 
ibcmed on the little musical box, which 
iad belonged to ber own departed be- 
ixothed, and which he had manufactured 
Jiimself, for he Jiad a mechanical geniuis 
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as well as one for his profession. The 
sweet, melancholy notes followed each 
other like driblets of harmonious watex^ 
so clearly and liquidly pure. The two 
friends were evidently reconciled. In 
feet, Miss Dishnap had nearly cried her 
eyes out over the success of her resolute 
refusal of the privileges of the entree of 
her cottage to Charity Green. She spent 
the whole day in seeking for her in every 
place but the bazaar, whither Charity 
proceeded immediately after her inter- 
view with Lord DeviUe; and even, in her 
remorse, consented to receive her back to. 
hearth and home without asking any 
questions as to her whereabouts on that 
memorable night, which Charity quietly 
assured her she could not possibly explain 
at present. 

Thus were they engaged when Mr. 
Bagshawe's shadow suddenly fell upon 
both, and raising the little counter, he 
entered the sacred inclosure to which he 
had never yet penetrated, with very little 
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ceremony. He had on the whitest pos- 
sible crayat, and he did not look very 
much more coloured himself. 

" Have you seen the paper this morn- 
ing, Charity? — No, you never read it for 
fear it should spoil the simplicity of your 
character? Well, Gullibull, Gullibull and 
Co. are in the Gazette this morning!— 
Which was right, you or I, you softcake, 
you?" 

" You, sir," said Charity, after tremu- 
lously perusinff a paragraph in the city 
article, which LoL^ in tones of con- 
stemation, the fall of the great house in 
question. 

" Well ! — ^but I've come for the forfeit 
of my bond — ^not for my pound of flesh, 
but for my eight stone and upwards, 
which I am sure you must weigh, con- 
sidering your luxurious style of living 
here ! You reinember your promise ? " 

" And I will keep it," replied Charity, 
firmly. 

" You will ! you are not in jest ! — You 

VOL. lU. Y 
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will marry me, after all?" exclaimed Mr. 
Bagshawe, breathlessly. 

"Why not?* replied Charity, busily 
pl3dng her work. 

"Why not? — ^Don't you see how ter- 
ribly ugly I am? — quite a death's head 
on a broomstick?** 

" No, I positively don't !" 

" That's because you don't look at me^ 
Charity!" replied the retired attorney, 
with vehemence. " What need you care 
about that lace? Lo<^ at your bargain, 
and let it go to the devil!" And he tore 
the deKcate trax^r^ away Trith a ^olence 
that destroyed all hope of retrieving the 
pattern. 

" Well, then, I do look at you — ^and I 
don't see that you are ugly at all, and if 
you really want to marry me, I'U marry 
you," said Charity, with great simplicity 
of expression-** certaanly." 

" You are a generous creature, Charity 
— ^but, no, I won't be a horrid old tyrant 
m a novel, and fcorce a gid to marry me 
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against her will! — ^I came for another 
purpose, Charity," he continued, with 
energy, and yet with an evident struggle. 
" You may be happy yet ! — as that stupid 
organ is grinding out in the street,— and 
it liesl However, you shall have the 
chance, if you think it so. Midas Gulli- 
buU i^ thoroughly ruined— a bankrupt 
with his father to-day— and I have been 
sounding him. I find that he repents 
very much of his treatment of you — 
especially since I have told him that you 
have two thousand pounds of mine for a 
fortune, and that all my property is left 
to you in my will, at my death. I pro- 
mised I would plead his cause for him, 
since you wouldn't let me plead my own, 
and L-l have his auAority to Lfom; 
you, that — ^that you may be Mrs. Midas 
Gullibull any day and any hour you 
please." 

"And you — have my authority to 
inform Mr. Midas Gullibull," replied 
Charity, without a moment's pause, " that 

y2 
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as I intend to be Mrs. Bagshawe this day 
week, I can't possibly accept the honour." 

"What a hurry you are in! — You 
want to kill me with joy, that you may 
get my money," said Bagshawe, almost 
convulsively. 

"No, you hard loaf, you!" replied 
Charity Green; "I want to marry you 
immediately, that I may have a home and 
a house to offer to my poor imde and 
aunt, now they are turned out of their 
own!" 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

On that day a formless Infinite of Terror 

clutching, sky-darkening shadow — a thing 
of doubt and darkness, flickering all over 
with palpitations like a troubled sea — 
loomed over the commercial horizon. It 
thickened gradually into palpable obscure, 
which wore by turns a million-changing 
forms of doubt and fear, until it became 
the steady vision of a tremendous phan- 
tom — and its name was Paiqc ! 

The failure of the great house of 
GullibuU, GuUibull and Co., confessedly 
through railway speculations, increased 
the deep feeling of mistrust which had 
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for some time been gaming ground in the 
public mind, as to the reality of its 
visionary El Dorado of iron. It was fol- 
lowed by others. Numerous defalcations 
were discovered — ^false dealings brought to 
light; and the whole gorgeous vision — 
more baseless than the £ibric of a dream — 
dissolved away, leaving its dupes and vic- 
tims gazing at one another, in as much 
smssement as the drinking boors in Faust, 
tviien they imagined they were clutching 
grapes, and found they were only polfing 
St each other's noses ! 

Then, indeed, were there " hurryings to 
aaid fro,*' and "tremblings of distress!'' 
ioistocratic vehicles, seldom or never seen 
eastward of Temple Bar, were now more 
conmianly encountered in the city than 
anywhere else. Miss Scurmuchecxn's 
brougham was among the earliest ; for i^ 
had started a brougham on the strength 
of her success in railroad ventures. 
She, the most punctilious of formalists, 
fiprgot that her carriage was to be one of 
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the mourners at a fimeral <»i that very 
day, and hurried down to Mr. Lawless's 
offices, to ascertain the truth, (»*, as she 
fondly hoped, the fals^ood, of the alann- 
ing reports which had reached her. She 
had been there seven tinies since she had 
heard the shocking intimation from Mrs. 
Skinflintz, that Lawless had eloped; had 
always been comforted by his clerk's 
assurances^ that Mr. Lawless was only 
accidentally out hr a few minutes ; had 
waited hours for him in. vain, three times; 
and being irritated to excess that morning 
by readinfif the news of Mrs. Sparkleton's 

and an alarming account of the state of 
the railway market in a parallel colmnn, 
she was now determiued to ascertain the 
truth, and — sell out. 

Miss Scurmucheon was a religious 
woman, as we have often lOiown, we think. 
I^e had every reason to i^ace conj&dence 
in the assurances that the pro^rity of 
the reprobate is only of ashort and earthly 
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nature. Nevertheless, she was so exces- 
sively vexed at Mrs. Sparkleton's mundane 
success, that we are not certain she would 
not greatly have preferred to hear of her 
having effected her utter ruin " in society,'' 
by eloping with Lord Fitzhauton, even 
though involving so destructively the good 
name and fortunes of her beloved nephew. 
She certainly wondered what Providence 
could have been about to permit such 
good luck to such a " dreadful creature !" 
She must have deceived Lord Deville in 
the most unprincipled manner! If his 
lordship had only consulted her — ^if he had 
only waited till he heard what people said 
about Mrs. Sparkleton — ^if he had only 
had some friend to tell him that she was 
positively ruined by extravagance and 
speculation — and instead of taking a plea- 
sure jaunt to the continent, had actually 
fled thither from her creditors !— 

But there were more people ruined 
than Mrs. Sparkleton. Miss Scurmucheon, 
in her way through the city, was a good 



^ 



OB, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 829 

deal annoyed and detained near the 
Mansion House, by a crowd escorting a 
prisoner, who was to be favoured with an 
introduction to the Lord Mayor. She 
heard the people say that it was some 
merchant's clerk, accused of embezzling^ 
money, to buy railway shares. That 
excited her interest, and she put on her 
spectacles, which she never wore in the 
sight of any one if she could help it, to 
see the justly-devoted one pass. And 
how amazed was Miss Scurmucheon to 
discover in the prim, precise, elderly, 
orderly -looking individual, who was 
humed past, in the capacity of criminal 
— Messrs. Gullibull and Co.'s head-derk, 
Mr; Rustisaw! - He who had seemed to 
cherish almost a hatred to speculation of 
every kmd, but of railway speculation in 
particular; whose graiid end^vour it had 
always been to prevent his master from 
engaging in the perilous game — ^had all 
the while been faLaifying his books, and 
emb«di,« large ,Z of money, to em- 
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bark, secretly, in the same dduaiou! 
Midas GullibuU casne after him, m the 
capacity of prosecatcHr — by order of the 
assignees, ostensibly, but a good deal more 
by suggestion of the rancorous vengeanoe 
and inalignaacy which filled his heart 

Miss Scurmucheon did not like to see 
this spectacle ; it added to her alarms, and 
she ordered her coachman to drive on 
faster, and ^'not to mind the crowd." 
Whether that meant to drive over its ccan- 
ponent parts, in case of obstruction, we 
wiU not even surmise, concerning a lady 
of sentiments so Christian. But the in- 
creased diligence was of little use, except 
to reach an unwished-for goal the sooner. 
Miss Scurmucheon found her agent's 
offices closed, and they had been so, a 
neighbour informed her, for two day«. 
No one knew whither dther Lawless or his 
derk had gone ; but perhaps the latter 
young gentleman himsel£ or somebody 

at rest on the subject, had written on the 
closed shutters — " Gone tq California !" 
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We have now reached a point at which 
it is usual with noTeHsts in generals 
though we rather claim to ourself the de* 
dgnLu of fictrtioas hktorian-to siun 
up ^di a brief aketch of the conduding 
events of the lives of the heroes and 
heroines they have introduced to the 
reader's attention. But as we are cot^n- 
poorary with all of ours, the most we can 
do to gratify the curiosity we hope to have 
excited, is to give some account of the pre- 
sent position, of affairs witli such of our 
personages as seem to deserve the dis- 
tanction. 

Lord and Lady Fitzhauton have been 
what is technically called "reconciled,'* 
and live togetiher as man cmd wife. How 
that is, let tJie initiated declare! Miss 
Scurmucheon says, they live like eat cmd 
dog ; and perhaps that may be a proper 
expLumtiou of the mysterioue form of 
speech above quoted. All «;« can say ia, 
that they live in the same house ; generally 
take dinner togetJier; have been known 
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to go into the country at the same time ; 
and have two little girls who call one of 
them Papa and the other Mamma. Na 
male heir to the famUy honours has ap^ 
peared — ^which Lady Deville often hears 
with great regret ; at least, she often makes 
the inquiry of £nglish people' that go to 
Paris, and always seems very sorry; and 
says, "Poor things! how grieved Lord 
Fitzhauton must be! Such an ancient 
£Ei.mily as his ! But, then, the poor boy — 
if there were one— would be so ashamed 
of his maternal ancestors !" In fact, things 
are just as well as they are ; for although 
the Fitzhauton lineage is very ancient and 
honourable, it is pretty well known that 
his lordship will leave but little property 
to sustain the dignity of the rank he could 
bequeath. His extravagance has nearly 
carried him through the second and very 
splendid fortune he acquired with his 
wife. 

Lord and Lady DeviUe reside almost 
constantly at Paris — only occasionally 
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frightened out of it by a revolution or so, 
when they generally go to some of the 
German capitals* Last year they were 
almost driven to England by finding a re- 
volution wherever they fled from one ; but 
so obstinately determined is his lordship 
not to discharge her ladyship's liabilities 
in railways, that, although extremely 
anxious to be at home and to go to his 
club as usual, " he really can't come." He 
wrote so to a friend the other day. At 
the same time he don't much care to leave 
her ladyship in Paris by herself. It almost 
seems as if he were jealous of her — and yet 
there are malicious people who declare 
that they are not at all fond of one another, 
and that Lord DeviUe has been heard 
to declare, he almost wishes he were in 
Colonel Sparkleton's present place rather 
in that which his demise left vacant. We 
may hope, however, to see Lady Deville 
in London soon — probably next season. 
Almostallher speculations arebdngwound 
up under the Railway Abandonment Bill; 
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and as she has foirfeited an incre£^Ue 
number of shares for not paying up the calls 
upcm them, it is very likely that she wiH 
soon be quite at her ease on their accxHint. 

Longacres is sold. The mortgagee, 
Tobias Skinflintz, T^^^i ^ its present pro* 
prietor^ and his mother is looking forward 
with no little pride to the prospect of 
seeing him a Member of Parliament for 
some neighbouring village belonging to a 
noble lord who " owes her a little money,"^ 
as soon as the '^ dishalnlities are removed." v 

Meanwhile Lady Deville leads a very 
delightful life in Paris, spending but little 
time at home, or on her noble husbands 
She"ratherlikes the French way of Kving. 
One is not bothered with thinking — one 
need only talk," she said the other day to 
a particular friend, who was inquiring, as 
particular friaids will do, the most dis* 
agreeable question ha could put — Why she 
did not intend to grace London again with 
her presence occasionally? 

She is very happy! Lord DeviUe and 



^Jt 
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she lead the most well-bred married life 
possible, as you might expect from people 
of such fashion and sensibility to appear- 
ances. Mademoiselle Florine, indeed, told 
Mrs. Clackmannan's maid — on a late ex- 
cursion of that vigilant invalid to the 
r^ubHcan metropolis — in strict confi- 
dence, of course, that there had been two 

< 

explosions between them — and only two. 
One was shcnily after their marriage, on 
receipt of some intelligence horn England 
— about the sale c^Loi^acres, she believed. 
The oilier took place about some letter 
which arrived from the same country, of 
whkh, witib every eflfort on her part, the 
said Mademoiselle has never yet managed 
to obtain a perusal. But she believes it 
was from Lord Fitzhauton, because her 
lady cried neariy half an hour over it, and 
Lord Deville — ^who found her so engaged 
--4eclared in her liearing that if ever the 
viscountess dared (that was his wordi) 
dared to receive a letter from ^'timt 
man,^ (and who dbie could he possibly 
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mean?) see, speak, or correspond in any 
manner whatever with him, — ^he. Lord 
Deville, would leave her entirely to him ! 

"But, however," said Lady Deville, 
with exasperation, in private, after she 
had given a solemn promise to that effect, 
"when one goes back to London, one 
can't help one's self — one will be Sure to 
see him somewhere or another in society !" 

Miss Scurmucheon is so very badly off 
in her pecimiary affairs, that we might 
be excused if, like the rest of the world, 
we overlooked the feet of her existence. 
She has lost a very considerable portion 
of an already narrow income by her 
railway investments, or rather non-invest- 
ments; for it is some consolation to her 
to find that, owing to Lawless having 
run away with her money, instead of 
embarking it in the shares she had 
requested, she is not liable to be com- 
pletely ruined as a contributor to the 
de&lcations of the concerns in question. 
Eut she has a perpetual and potent source 
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of regret in an attendant circumstance. 
There can be no doubt that the Reverend 
Gilbart Ruddimac had at one time some 
serious thoughts of offering his hand and 
heart to her acceptance. But an expose 
of the affairs of a certain company in 
which he knew her to be connected, 
turned the current of his affections in 
another direction. 

StiU her own misfortunes hare not in 
the least dimmished the charitable feelings 
which alwaysanimated Miss Scurmucheon. 
She begs with more energy than ever for 
the poor, and perhaps with more success ; 
for people do rather compassionate her 
fallen estate, and like to rid themselves 
of her importunities at almost any price. 
We have the comfort to assure our readers 
that she stiU lives in a manner and in a 
place not altogether unsuited to her rank 
in society — in a street that has been 
fEishicoiable, and on a hundred a year. 

Where are Alderman and Mrs. Gulli- 

VOL. III. z 
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bull? Both at Mr. Bagshawe's, at Cam- 
berwell. The alderman is only just out 
of the Queen's Bench, where he has 
expiated the sin of "reckless trading," 
as the learned gentleman who harangued 
against him not untruly styled the process 
which fiimished him with a subject for 
eloquence, by an imprisonment which has 
effectually broken his spirit. The enter- 
priring, daring merchant is dead in his 
bosom; and but for Mrs. Bagshawe's 
incessant kindness and attentions, the 
outward presentment of the once naighty 
alderman would probably be in the same 
predicament. We have hopes, however, 
and so has Mr. Bagshawe, that he will 
recover his health and spirits, and resume 
his natural activity in a short time. Per- 
haps he may make another fortune before 
he dies. He has talked about doing so 
ever since Mr. Bagshawe promised, at his 
wife's entreaty, that he would lend him 
whatever he got for his three thousand 
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pounds, to recommence business. That 
may possibly be five or six bundled 
pounds; and the alderman relates, with 
some sparkles of his former genius, that 
he began the vast fortune he lost with 
about as many— minus the hundreds. 

The alderman, however, is not likely 
to leave • what he may again acquire to 
either of his children. They are con- 
sidered to have behaved rather unhand- 
somely to him. At least, he thinks that 
they ought to have taken more notice of 
him in his misfortimes ; but as Midas has 
hardly enough to live upon himself, from 
a clerkship he has in a brewery-and as 
Lady Fitzhauton has '^ a husband and 
children of her own to look to," we cannot 
see what right he has to complain,. if they 
have tacitly agreed to cut him. Espe- 
cially as they both agree — agreeing on 
that point only — ^that their father most 
bitterly wronged them in getting ruined 
at all. 
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It mart be allowed that Mrs. Gnlliball 
is rather a nuisance in the Bagshawe 
house, where she takes upon her stall to 
be mistress; is veiy dictatorial, and si^* 
ciently tedious in dissertations on her 
misfortunes. But Charity Bagahawe has 
such an inexhaustible fount of patience 
in her soul — she is so kind, so thoughtfol, 
so unproYokable, that, on the whole, they 
work on pretty well together. Moreover, 
Mrs. GullibuU is yery fond of managing 
a house, and Charity, on the contrary, 
has taken to reading, and likes to spend 
most of her time with Mr. Bagshawe, who 
has communicated his own taste for litera- 
ture to her. 

We do not believe they have any 
feunily. The last time we saw her she 
was^ however, with a pretty numerous 
one. She and Miss Disfanap, and two or 
three other ladies, were waiting on the 
platform of a railway, at a s)u»*t distance 
Zra town, with a numerous band of 
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about two hundred female children, be- 
longing to a Sunday school, which they 
keep and teach among them, and whom 
they had taken out on an excursion en 
rruzsse. The children were all very 
cleanly, though mostly very poorly dressed, 
and seemed all as happy as they could 
Uv^^houtmg, .inginf-a huLhing, 
enough to frighten the fiery horses that 
were to draw them, if they had been 
fgtshioned of less solid materials than wood 
and iron. Charity looked very much 
fluttered and very much pleased — ^very 
responsible, and very happy, and seemed 
as if — ^whether herself a mother or not — 
that she had found objects on which to 
difPuse the motherly feelings in her gentle 
heart. We heard one of the girls exclaim, 
" Teacher, teacher ! what is the use of 
those iron rails?" To which Mrs. Bag- 
shawe replied, partly to herself and partly 
to the child — "After all, they are very 
good things! — the carriages run on those, 
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« 

dear, and have brought you out of town^ 
to breathe the nice sweet air of the 
country so cheaply, that we are thinking 
of bringing you aU again next week.— 
After all, they are very good things !" 
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